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ZEBRA KID UNMASKED 


Sirs: 

I read your wonderful article on the Zebra Kid 
(Fall/61). But, we on the West Coast know who 
the Kid really is! He was unmasked on Aug. 9th 
at the Olympic Auditorium after being beaten by 
Lou Thesz. His initials are G.B. His name? 
George Bollas. Do you deny it? 

JOHN LOVECCIO 
Burbank, California 


@ Read the article again. George Bollas says his 
initials are not G.B. —ED. 


Sirs: 

After the Zebra Kid was unmasked in Los 
Angeles recently, he shook hands with the man 
who beat him, Lou Thesz, and said: “You’re the 
only man who could ever do it." Considering the 
caliber of the Zebra Kid and the number of men 
who failed to unmask him, this is a fine tribute 
to Thesz. 

LLOYD HOFFMAN 
Santa Monica, Calif. 


EAST VS. WEST 


Sirs: 

Beef No. 1: You're always threatening to pub- 
lish your fine magazine bi-monthly—but you never 
do. Beef No. 2: You seem to give the East better 
coverage than the West. On a recent card at the 
Los Angeles Sports Arena we had Ed Carpentier, 
Fred Blassie, Lou Thesz, Dick Hutton, Billy Varga, 
Red Berry, Big Daddy Lipscomb, Hans Herman, 
Mr. Moto, Ricki Starr, The Torres Brothers, and 
Lord Blears. Not many of your eastern shows can 
boast a card like that. 

HARRY HARVEY 
Inglewood, Calif. 


@ 1: With this issue, WR goes bi-monthly, as 
promised. 

2: With one exception, every star you name has 
been featured either in WRESTLING REVUE or 
in BOXING ILLUSTRATED—or in both. See the 
last few issues of WR and you'l find national 
coverage of the most important matches. Coming 
soon: a big special feature on West Coast Wres- 
tling. Rome wasn’t built in a day—or even in two 
years I —ED. 


[— —2.] 


LET'S SEE MORE OF THE GIRLS? 


Sirs: 

We think women wrestlers deserve more pages 
in your wonderful magazine, especially pictures. 
How about showing some photos of women cham- 
pions in action? We suspect many of WR's other 
readers feel the same. 

SIX INTERESTED READERS 
Melbourne, Australia 


STILL U.S. CHAMPION? 
Sirs: 

What would happen if, while defending his U.S. 
Title, Buddy Rogers lost? Would he not lose his 
World Title as well? 


GORDON VANSUCH 
Amityville, L. L, N. Y. 


€ Rogers automatically relinquished his U.S. 
title when he defeated Pat O'Connor for the world 
crown.—ED. 


Buddy Rogers and jacket, 1945. 


ROGERS' LAST JACKET 


Sirs: 

Iam,in a way, sorry to hear that Buddy Rogers 
will no longer be wearing his fancy jackets in the 
ring. I always thought that there was a special 
kind of excitement to them. Glamor, rather. Since 
we're not to see them anymore in, person, how 
about one last picture of Buddy wearing a beauti- 
ful jacket. Don't get me wrong—Rogers is a great 
wrestler, with or without a jacket. 

JOAN JANKUS 


@ See cut.—ED. Queens Village, N. Y. 


cnp bis. 


Give us more girl wrestling photos. 


> E 


Ed Carpentier, challenger. 


on 


CARPENTIER VS. PATTERSON 
Sirs: 

Your lead article in the Fall/61 issue had 
Edouard Carpentier challenging Floyd Patterson 
to a battle, Floyd with gloves and Carpentier with- 
out. Aren’t the wrestlers—and the boxers, for 
that matter—ever going to learn that in two such 
different methods of combat, no decisive conclu- 
sion can ever be made? 

ERIC THURSTON 
Houston, Texas 


Sirs: 

Re: “I challenge Floyd Patterson to Fight Me.” 
These fights (and these challengers) are plain 
silly. The boxer will always be at a disadvantage. 
The wrestler can drop to the ground, seize his 
foe’s ankle, upend him—and how the world can a 
boxer, with those gloves, defend himself from get- 
ting pinned, or break a painful hold? I’m surprised 
that WR published so foolish an article. 

MORT SCHENCK 
Jacksonville, Fla. 


@ We're surprised you read it.—ED. 


Battered Bob Ellis. It’s real blood! 


ч 


BLOOD WILL TELL 
Sirs: 

Reading about that “Blazing Feud" between 
Bob Ellis and Bruiser (Fall/61) I am reminded 
that many people consider the unsightly bleeding 
of both Ellis and the Bruiser is typical of the 
fakery supposedly present in today's wrestling. It 
looks real to me when such as Ellis hits a ring post 
head first and bounces off with gore streaming 
down his face. So tell me—is the blood really real? 
Oris it catsup or red ink or whatever? 

JACK La PLANCHE 
Quebec, P.Q. 


@ Ask the doctors who sew them up every night 
in the dressing rooms.—ED. 


CATTY 
Sirs: 

I don't want to sound catty, but after looking at 
that picture of Tony Borne you published to illus- 
trate the story "It's Great to be Married to a Vil- 
lain" (Fall/61), I can't imagine any woman fall- 
ing in love with so hairy and simian a monster. 
Who's Mrs. Borne kidding? 

VIOLET ARMETTA 
Bronx, N. Y. 


@ Abraham Lincoln, Socrates, Steinmetz, Babe 
Ruth—all were far from handsome men, yet all 
had women who loved them dearly. Better do a 
little soul-searching, Violet.—ED. 


HANDSOME IS AS... 


Sirs: 

Where can I get something like Tony Borne? 
He's the cutest, cuddly Teddy Bear I've seen in a 
long time. The Bornes strike me as being a very 
happy, well-balanced family. I wish them luck. 

MADELINE CARRUTHERS 
Boston, Mass. 


The Sheik out of his strait jacket. 


PRAISE ALLAH 
Sirs: 

Without a doubt, the world's most revolting hu- 
man being, with the possible exception of Khru- 
shchev, is The Sheik. I have seen this monster 
wrestle more than once and so I can back up every 
word you said about him (Fall/61). What I fail 
to understand is why, when he is so great a dan- 
rar to life and property, isn't he put away in a 
ait jacket? 

VINCENT CASSIDY 
Washington, D.C. 


@ The Sheik makes about $100,000 a year bust- 
ing things up. Now you certainly can’t expect the 
Bureau of Internal Revenue to sanction putting 
him away, considering their cut of the hundred 
grand.—ED. 


Both Danny McShane, center, and his foe of the evening, Tokyo Joe, go after referee Big Train Clemments in Texas bout. 


It is a known fact that 
professional wrestling 
suffers from the worst 
officiating of any 
major sport. In the 
hope of correcting this 
dangerous condition 
WRESTLING REVUE 
sets forth some 
revolutionary 
proposals 


BY G. WILLIAM SMITH 


T'S TRUE. Wrestling has the 

worst officiating of any modern 
day sport. More bad decisions are 
rendered in one night of wrestling 
than in a full year of baseball, two 
scasons of basketball or five years of 
football. 

But don't blame the referee! He 
has a case. Before we present it for 
him, let's hear the dark side of the 
story. It's pretty dark, and it is one 
of the fan's biggest beefs. Even as, in 
baseball, you hear constant cries of 
"Kill the Umpire!" so in wrestling 
you hear the fans scream at every 
match, *Murder the referee!" 

Do they have good reason for this 
murderous attitude? Let's find out. 

In the first place, it is traditional 
for any official to take abuse from 
the fans. Except in very clearcut 
cases, no опе is going to be satisfied 
with every official decision, and no 
decision is going to please everyone. 
If a baseball umpire calls it a ball 


when, from the third base it looked 
like a strike, there will be roars of 
disapproval. If the next pitch is 
maybe a trifle wide—from the van- 
tage point of the left field bleachers 
—and the ump calls it a strike, some- 
body’s sure to beef. In football, when 
a penalty is called on one side, root- 
ers for the side will yell bloody mur- 
der, automatically. 

So it is in wrestling. So long as he 
does what the crowd wants him to 
do, the referee is a good guy. But let 
him go against their wishes and he’s 
lucky to get away without shedding 
blood. Take one time in New York's 
Madison Square Garden when An- 
tonino Rocca was disqualified for 
understandably. wreaking havoc 
against Jerry Graham in one of their 
several blood baths. 

Whether Rocca should have been 
disqualified or not is beside the point, 
actually. The fact is that the official- 
in-charge of the match did disqualify 


SOMETHING MUST BE DONE 
ABOUT 
WRESTLING’S REFEREES! 
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him for repeated assaults on his 
badly beaten adversary. That should 
have ended the matter then and 
there. A certain amgunt of grousing 
and complaining would have been 
permissible—then the crowd should 
have gone home quietly. 

Instead, they nearly started a riot 
reminiscent of the famous 1957 affair 
featuring the same wrestlers. The 
ring was pelted with objectionable 
matter of all kinds and the referee 
was fortunate to get out of the Gar- 
den alive. 

It was even worse one night in 
Amarillo, Texas. There the notorious 
Dory Funk was wrestling an even 
more notorious foeman, Ripper Le- 
one. Since the Ripper was even more 
hated than Funk, he was, for all pur- 
poses, the “villain.” He was so un- 
fair in his treatment of Dory, so out- 
right foul in his tactics, that eventu- 
ally Texan Funk could stand no 
more. He called upon his own reper- 
toire of foul tactics—and it’s a big 
one—and gave Leone such a lam- 
basting that the referee had no choice 
but to disqualify him. 

What happened then was like the 
second battle of the Alamo!—like a 


comet colliding with the Lone Star 
State!—like magnesium meeting dry 
air! Like it could only happen in 
Texas! 

A hail of pop bottles, whiskey bot- 
tles and paper cups—with some of 
the cups wrapped around hunks of 
brick—came pouring into the ring. 
The fans yelled, “Kill the referee!” — 
and they meant it! They tried to get 
at him but the special police, calling 
on the State Police, finally intervened. 
They formed a cordon of brawny 
backs — with drawn pistols — and 
finally got the quaking official out of 
town. And down to Houston where 
he belonged. 

It takes a brave man to disqualify 
a hero. That’s why it’s seldom done 
—and that makes for bad officiating. 
It’s unfair to the wrestlers and it’s un- 
fair to the referees. 

Not long ago, a revolting individ- 
ual known as The Shiek was wres- 
tling Ed Carpentier, one of the 
world’s most popular mat men—and 
one of the best. This was in Montreal, 
Carpentier’s home town. It was a 
dangerous place for the Shick to be 
—but it was even more dangerous 
for the third man in the ring. Still, 


he managed to do a good job. That 
is, in the opinion of the promoter and 
the wrestlers, he did a good job. But 
the fans didn’t think so. Because at 
one point, while the Shiek had 
Edouard in a hammerlock, the mon- 
ster reached around to Ed’s front and 
applied something harsh and acrid 
to the Frenchman's eyes. Since the 
referee was watching closely to make 
sure the Shiek didn't dislocate Car- 
pentier's arm, he wasn't able to see 
what he was doing to Ed with his 
other hand. Twice the savage Arab 
applied the alien substance to Car- 
pentier's eyes. Twice the ref rushed 
around to the front, too late to catch 
him in the act. 

At this point, one fan could stand 
it no longer. He leaped up onto the 
apron, took deadly aim with a can of 
beer, and knocked the referee flying. 
Taking advantage of this, the Shiek 
almost did dislocate Ed's arm and 
also applied some more smarting goo 
against his eyeballs. 

The rest of the crowd went crazy. 
Before the cops got things under con- 
trol, the referee was unconscious 
from a blow behind the ear, the Shiek 
was dripping blood from a cut on the 


| 


hairline, and Carpentier, rubbing his 
arm, stared bemused upon this evi- 
dence of man's inhumanity to man. It 
was quite a mess all around. 

This sort of thing happens too of- 
ten. So many letters from fans, refer- 
ees and the wrestlers—all complain- 
ing about one another—pour into the 
offices of WRESTLING REVUE 
that we now feel obliged to take a 
stand on the matter. 

We have to consider the referee’s 
side of it, too. It happens that he has 
little control over what he himself 
must do in the ring! He is appointed 
for a particular bout by the promoter 
of the evening’s card. This mean’s 
that he has no official backing in his 
decisions. It means that he is unpro- 
tected if a fan or a wrestler takes a 
poke at him. If he wishes to make 
proper use of his “authority,” he 
must do so knowing that he may be 
taking his life in his hands. If he has 
guts and integrity, he'll take the 
chance. He is sure, therefore, to dis- 
please someone. If he doesn't choose 
to take the chance, he not only dis- 
pleases someone else, he i$ accused 
by the wrestlers and the promoter of 
poor officiating! (continued on page 66) 


Far left: Two ref- 
erees stand idly 
by as Lord Layton 
and partner Bobo 
Brazil gang up on 
Gallagher Bros. 


Left: Referee is 
out of position 

to see foul that 
Tokyo Joe deliv- 
ers to Bob Ellis. 


Below: Referee 
does his best to 
look dignified 
as Roy Shires 
snarls at crowd. 


Left: Strain of bout shows on Starr's face as he acknowledges cheers 
before leaving ring. Right: Four adoring fans pose for gag picture. 


Some straight-from-the-heart advice 


OPEN LETTER TO RICKI STARR 


to wrestling’s most 


complex personality 


DEAR RICKI: 

We've been wanting to write this letter 
for a long time almost from the very day we 
first met you, four long years ago. Before 
now, it seemed important. 

Now it seems necessary. 

We've always been frank with each other, 
Ricki; we're going to be frank now. You've 
got a problem, a big one. We'd like to help. 
We hope you won't mind our Shooting our 
mouths off in the open, like this, but we 
think the most important people in your 
world—the fans— deserve to listen in. After 
all, they were vith you in the beginning; 
they've stuck by you ever since—and we don't 


` think they'll ever let you down. Especially 
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after they read this. 

First, the problem. You're not happy. You 
make a hundred grand a year; you're as well 
known to the American public as Mickey Man- 
tle; everybody—except a few jealous wres- 
tlers—loves you; you're young, about 30, 
and healthy; you're one of the most eligible 
bachelors in the world, with а million (count 
'em) women eager to pirouette into your 
heart—as well as your safe deposit box. 
Still, you're unhappy. 


Ricki radiates personality as he pats victim's rear and looks | 
for encouragement from delighted audience during lively bout. 


Why, Ricki?—a lot of people will wonder 
about it. But we think we know why. 

Because you're frustrated, that's why! 
You want to be a dancer, an actor, a singer. 
A singer-dancer-actor, in short. You love 
wrestling, you tell us, yet you're unhappy 
doing it for a living. You'd rather dance 
for $75 a week than wrestle for $1000. You'd 
rather have a walk-on part in an Off-Broad- 
way Show than be the star of a Madison Square 
Garden wrestling card. Why? 

Here's why—and we'll have to go back a 
while. You doubtless remember how a short, | 
husky, handsome kid out of St. Louis named 
Bernard Herman got started in wrestling 
about ten years ago. Even in those days he 
was at loose ends—not confused, exactly, 
but uncertain. He tried boxing after he'd 
gone through a couple years at Purdue Uni- 
versity. Rocky Marciano, Tony Janiro and . 
a bunch of other guys at Stillman's Gym 
nearly wrecked him, convincing him that he'd 
best confine his talents to some other occu- 
pation. 

He tried dancing. Ballet dancing. He 
didn't quite make the grade. That's impor- 


Starr, down, as he looked at start of his fabulous career. Hair 
was long and partly dyed silver. He wore regulation mat shoes. 


When Gorgeous |” 
George was 
introduced 
‚ from ring : 
` before one of: 
Starr's recent 
bouts in Los 7; 
' Angeles, Ricki. ۰ 
took the play 
away from thë“, 
famous blond 
by holding up Е 
tiny ballet я ETE. Starr, center, visits Stillman's Gym in New York where 
slippers. j : © À ل‎ he once trained, unsuccessfully, to be a prize fighter. 
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The pictures above illustrate how Starr lives constantly in a world of fantasy, trying desperately to express his emotions and inner 
feelings artistically. An exceptionally talented man, Ricki is also a very complex and highly sensitive person. 


tant, Ricki: Nearly ten years ago, after 
dancing professionally with a good ballet 
company, this kid named Bernard Herman dis- 
covered he would never be another Nijinsky— 
or Dolan, or Eglevsky or Mike Kidd. It just 
wasn't in the cards. 

So he took up wrestling. Professionally. 
He had a natural liking for the sport and had 
won a couple of amateur titles. As it hap- 
pened, his start as a wrestler was in Texas. 
Not only that, long-haired Bernard Herman 
was a villain! With Ray Gunkel and a bunch 
of other fine young stars, this little fel- 
low—he weighed only about 180 at 5 feet 9— 
Stood out as he knocked over his bigger 
opponents with ease. It looked like he was 
headed for the top of the heap in a mighty 
tough state. When you're good in Texas, man, 
you're good! 

And you were good, Ricki. You changed your 
name when you hit on your brilliant idea. 
Not satisfied just to be a wrestler, even a 
good one, you looked around for something 
else. There wasn't anything. So you said to 
yourself, one day, after watching the visit- 


ing Ballet Russe perform in Dallas: "I want 
to be a dancer. Yet I'm a better wrestler 
than dancer. Why not combine them both? It 
would be a most refreshing change of pace 
for wrestling. Gorgeous George has his 
golden robe and gal valet, Buddy Rogers has 
his butterfly jackets—Ricki Starr will have 
his ballet slippers!" 

And that's how one of the most fabulous 
careers in wrestling really got under way. 
You cut your hair, bought a red leotard and 
ballet slippers to match—and pirouetted in- 
to the hearts of all America! 

You were more than a mere success from the 
beginning. You were instrumental in reviv- 
ing the national interest in wrestling back 
in 1956. It has been said—and with plenty 
of truth—that you single-handedly lifted 
wrestling out of the mid-fifties doldrums 
and back into the big time, much as Tony 
Rocca did five years earlier. 

But you were still unhappy. 

Oh, you liked the new income bracket you 
found yourself in—the 90 percent bracket, 
to be exact—and you were able to buy three 


Cadillaes in one month, before you learned 
how to drive so as not to keep on wrecking 
them! It was nice to have people look up to 
you, and it was real great to have women wait 
in line just to ogle you and try to snatch 
you handerchief or tie for a souvenir. And, 
certainly for a frustrated showman, it was 
grand to be the center of attraction in the 
middle of an arena packed with 12,000 peo- 
ple, and to know that maybe five million 
more were watching you on TV. 

But you were unhappy. You went through 
your routine—the capering into the ring with 
the ballet slippers and leotard; the hi- 
larious bumps and grinds; the ridiculing of 
your opponent with a priceless talent for 
mimicry; altogether a one-man show that 
rivaled anything the Marx Brothers ever did— 
and even as they stamped and applauded and 
laughed uproariously, cheering and loving 
you all the while, what was on your mind? 

You wanted to be dancing somewhere in 
front of 500 people and to hell with the 
amount of the paycheck. 

Look at it this way, Ricki. Think of your 
ego, that strange thing the psychologists 
Say keeps you and all of us going—or stops 
us dead in our tracks. Think of what you've 
done for it by sticking with wrestling—and 
wrestling in your own way. Think of how that 
ego of yours would be crushed if you were to 
turn dancer—full-time—and flopped. You're 
talking about saving your money and produc- 
ing your own musical, in which you would star 
as a triple-threat man,  actor-singer- 
dancer. But it could turn out to be a turkey, 
Ricki. In that case, being as how you're 
such a sensitive guy, you'd probably want 
to bury yourself in the bum reviews, and then 
go far, far away. It might do something 
really bad to you, inside. You know what we 
mean. 

So, don't risk it, Ricki. Save your money, 
but not to bankroll a turkey. Right now 
you've got the goose that lays golden eggs. 

You're frustrated, are you? You don't 
think you've done enough in this world? You 
suspect you're a failure in spite of all 
you've done? Well listen: 

You want to be a showman. You're a master 
showman, Ricki! 

You want to be a dancer. You're the world's 
most popular dancer right now! 

You want to be an actor. Nobody in Holly- 
wood can put on as fine a performance as you, 
because you're the only one who can do it! 

You're unique, Ricki. How many guys in 
this world can say that? 

Finally, if it's love you need, Ricki, 
then for heaven's sake—and yours—relax! 
Fall in love with somebody, and let some- 
body fall in love with you. We suspect this 
may be the main answer to your complex life. 
It's a delicate subject and a private one, 


So we'll drop it right there. In your lap! 

Not long ago we saw you on the nationally 
televised Jack Paar Show. They ran a film 
clip of you in action in the ring—a perform- 
ance we've seen many times in the flesh. 
You were wonderful, Ricki. And it took this 
national exposure on a T.V. variety show to 
make us realize just how wonderful. You had 
that studio audience in convulsions, and 
Jack Paar, too. 

Be satisfied with that, Ricki. Be satis- 
fied vith the fact that neither Paar nor all 
his high-voltage guests combined could do 
what you did. They, in the entertainment 
business, appreciated you. That's the high- 
est compliment a performer can get! And you 
got it! 

We're going to compliment you, too. We 
know it won't go to your head because we 
Suspect you already know how good you are. 
You know you're one of the half dozen best 
wrestlers in the world; only your smaller 
Size prevents you from being one of the two 
best. Maybe the best. And when it comes to 
the spectacular part of wrestling, we just 
told you that you're one of the best in the 
world. 

In other words, you're great, Ricki. 

Be satisfied with that. 

Sincerely, 
"THE EDITORS" 
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Starr has the extraordinary talent to transform even the most 
routine act into an artistic production—like eating grapes. 
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EXCLUSIVE In response to thousands of requests, we 
invited the new world heavyweight champion 
—  — to tell his own story in his own words. 


Rogers noh es а point 

"with 5 tures during 

interview in) WRES- 
TILING REVUE's. New ^ 
York editorial office. At 
first Не was some- 
what. reluctant to 

~ talk, but he soon 
warmed up and spoke 
freely. 


PEE TT ID Y 


HOG LISS 


SOON AFTER BUDDY ROG- 
ERS won the heavyweight cham- 
pionship from Pat O'Connor in 
Chicago on June 30, 1961, WRES- 
TLING REVUE was swamped 
with letters asking us to interview 
the new champion in much the 
same way we interviewed other top 
stars in the past. We immediately 
contacted Rogers and arranged an 
appointment in our New York edi- 
torial offices. The result of that 
interview is published herewith. 


Q—Buddy, the obvious way to start 
this interview is to ask you how it 
feels to be champion. 
ROGERS—Now you know that it 
can't feel anything but great. And I 
want to go on record here and now 
by saying that it couldn't have hap- 
pened to a more deserving guy. 
Q—Your answer is a lot different 
than the one we got from Pat O'Con- 
nor when we interviewed him soon 
after he won the title. 

ROGERS—I’m not surprised. After 
all. what can you expect from O'Con- 
nor? He was never very original, you 
know. I suppose that's why he's the 
EX-champion today and Гм the 
champion. Class will always tell in 
the long run. 

Q—Where do you live these days, 
Buddy, since you make your head- 
quarters around New York? You 
have a home in Columbus, Ohio, but 
you can’t possibly commute that dis- 
tance by airplane. 


“It couldn't have happened to a more 
deserving guy.” 


ROGERS—Of course not. I still have 
my home in Columbus. My wife, 
Terry, and our daughter are living 
there. I was born and raised in Cam- 
den, New Jersey, as you probably 
know. My mother still has the old 
Camden house and I’m living with 
her. Mom is the world’s greatest cook, 
which is a drawback. If I ever let 
myself go I’d blow up like a balloon. 
Q—Anybody who knows you as we 
do, Buddy, know that youll never 
let yourself get out of shape, no mat- 
ter how good a cook your mother is. 
You have the finest physique in wres- 
tling today. How do you manage to 
stay in such superb condition? 

ROGERS—Let me begin by saying 
that nobody knows better than I that 
my physique and condition are re- 
sponsible for a major part of my suc- 
cess in the ring. Too many wrestlers 
let themselves grow fat and ugly, 
which disgusts most fans. And you 
can't blame the people. After all, they 


pay their hard earned dollars to see 
well-trained athletes in competition. 
It is understandable that they are re- 
volted when so-called wrestlers with 
pot bellies and pale white skin walk 
into the ring. You can bet that Buddy 
Rogers will quit appearing in public 
the day he doesn't look like an ath- 
lete. You asked how I stay in shape. 
Well, it’s not easy. It's a continual 
grind. The gym every day for a work- 
out; a few hours of sun after each 
workout, and a careful diet. I never 
eat more than I can burn off with 
exercise. After all these years T know 
exactly how much to eat. It may 
scund strange, but believe it or not 
the particular opponent T am to wres- 
tle on a given night regulates, to a 
degree, how much I eat. For ex- 
ample: If I’m to wrestle say Pepper 
Gomez or Verne Gagne, I consume 
more sugar, because I know that I 
will require more quick energy than 
if I were wrestling men of lesser 
caliber. 

Q—Calling your fellow wrestlers dis- 
gusting to look at is a harsh way of 
putting it, Buddy. Do you want us to 
print that? 

ROGERS—Of course I do! I’m speak- 
ing the truth and I’ve always been 
taught never to be afraid of the truth. 
Print it! 

Q—Buddy, it has been rumored that 
you’re in this business strictly for the 
money. Is that true? 


“I'm a competitor and | hate to lose. 
But the money helps soften the bumps." 


ROGERS—It’s not far wrong. The 
money helps soften the bumps. But 
there are other factors, of course. I'd 
say that winning is the most impor- 
tant thing in the world to me. Гт a 
competitor and I hate to lose. The 
challenge of the thing is also very 
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important. When you get into that 
ring what you're doing is matching 
your body and your knowledge 
against the other guy. If you lose it 
means that the other guy is better 
than you. And anybody who resigns 
himself to a feeling of inferiority 
might as well blow his brains out. T 
say I'm the very best and I mean it! 
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"| discovered that a thousand dollar 
jacket isn't worth a plug nickel.” 


Q—And of course the biggest slice of 
the purses goes to the best, doesn’t 
it, Buddy? 

ROGERS—Naturally. 


Q—Let’s go back to the early stages- 


of your career, champ. 
ROGERS—Fine. 

Q—You are credited with being the 
first wrestler to strut and to wear ex- 
pensive jackets. Is that true? 
ROGERS—Yes. 

Q—Why is it that now you enter the 
ring wearing only your shoes, socks, 
trunks and carrying a towel in your 
hand? What happened to those jac- 
kets? 


“I knew that sooner or later I'd be 
champion. It just had to happen." 


ROGERS—I discovered that a thou- 
sand dollar jacket isn't worth a plug 
nickel once you take it off. I never 
had one win a single match for me. 
So one day I asked myself why in 
hell am I throwing away all this 
money? I got rid of the whole trunk- 
ful the next day. I figured that it was 
me the people came to see, not my 
jackets. 

Q—A lot of wrestlers copied that fa- 
mous strut of yours, haven’t they? 
ROGERS—I should say so. I can 
name a couple dozen at least. But 
you must remember one thing, every- 
time one of those guys struts across a 
ring he knows in his black heart that 
he stole it from Buddy. 

Q—It has puzzled a lot of people, 
Buddy, why you haven't been cham- 
pion long before this. After all, 
you've been a leading wrestler for 
about twenty years. 

ROGERS—I never thought much 
about it, to be perfectly honest. I 
have always known, and so have the 
people, that I've been the best wres- 
tler in the world for the past ten to 
fifteen years. It never made much 
difference to me who happened to be 
wearing the crown. I knew sooner or 
later Га be champion. It just had to 
happen, naturally. 


"Remember this, pal, Buddy Rogers 


never gave a damn what people thought." 


Q—— guess that takes care of that. 
ROGERS—I suppose so. 

Q—Buddy, you are the first tough 
guy—or should I use the word vil- 
lain?—ever to hold the title. Do you 
think fans will react differently to- 
wards you then they have towards 
those who wore the crown before 
you? 


“He should take up wrestling a truck 
or a turret lathe.” 


ROGERS—I couldn't care less. Re- 
member this, pal, Buddy Rogers 
never gave a damn what people 
thought. But to answer your ques- 
tion, I say you can't call one man a 
villain and another a hero. There's 
no such thing. Tt is all a matter of the 
individual's personality. I don't con- 
sider myself a villain because I pull 
a guy's hair once in a while, or dig 
my knee into his belly. Т do a lot of 
different things to gain an advantage. 
If the other guy can't defend himself, 
he doesn't belong in the same ring 
with me. This is a rough business; if 
a guy doesn't measure up, he should 
take up wrestling a truck or a turret 
lathe. 

Q—In your opinion, what makes you 
different from other wrestlers? That 
is, what one factor got you where you 
are today—at the top? 


‘I out-think them. 1 wrestle with my 
brain, the way Ray Robinson fights." 


ROGERS— (Tapping his forehead 
with his finger) Most wrestlers have 
got a lot of muscle—and some of it 
stretches from ear to car. Me, I out- 
think them. I wrestle with my brain, 
the same way Ray Robinson fights 
with his brain. 

Q—You have the respect of wrestlers 
and promoters alike for your knack 
of being able to give wrestling in a 
"dead" area a shot in the arm and 
bring it back to life. 

ROGERS— That's right. 1 go into a 
territory and the fans wake up. They 
pay plenty to sec me in action and 
the promoters pay me plenty for the 
privilege of using my talent. That's a 
fact of life. like the H-Bomb and the 
Russians. 

Q— You've wrestled thousands of op- 
ponents—over 2,500. Of all of them. 
which do you respect the most? 
ROGERS—Don't bother me with 
petty details. They're all alike and I 
take them as they come. So far no- 
body's earned my respect. 


"| did the same to Rocca, just like 


n 


| promised I'd do! 


Q—Well, then, can you tell us who 
you disrespect the most? 

ROGERS— Three guys have got me 
sore in the past, móstly because they 
talk better than they wrestle. That's 
Ed Carpentier, Pat O'Connor and 
Antonino Rocca. You saw what I did 
to the Frenchman (Carpentier) in 
Montreal last year. I did the same 
thing to the Irishman (O'Connor) to 
take his title—and а few weeks ago 
I did the same to Rocca just like I 
promised him to do. Now these guys 
are all three pretty good wrestlers, 
but—(tapping his forehead again) — 
they haven't got it up here! 
Q—You beat them with your famous 
Spinning Leglock, right? 


"But not one of those guys could get 
out of my leglock.' 


ROGERS—They all said 1 could 
never get out of their favorite holds— 
Carpentiers Spinning Leg Scissors, 
O'Connor's Reverse Cradle Hold and 
Rocca's Backbreaker. Well, I got out 
of each of those holds—but not one 
of those guys could get out of my 
Leglock. My offer of $10,000 to any- 
body who can break it still stands. 
Q—You've been improving through 
the year, Buddy. But—other wres- 
tlers have been improving also. In 
the future you're going to have to 
meet big fellows like Yukon Eric, 
Don Leo Jonathan, Killer Kowalski 
and all the others who not only out- 
weigh you, but who are getting bet- 
ter and better as wrestlers. How do 
you expect to hold up against that 
kind of stiff competition? 
ROGERS—Don't make me laugh! 
Ive met all of the characters you 
mentioned and I licked them. ГЛ 
keep on doing it. Their bodies may 
improve with age, and their skill may 
increase—but their brains remain 
the same. I can outthink them all, so 
I will always be able to beat them. 


да 


"In my opinion, the fans are а bunch 
of morons!’ 


G— You've been called arrogant by 
many people. We know what you 
think about your fellow wrestlers, 
but what about the fans? They’re 
your bread and butter. Shouldn’t 
you show them some respect? 
ROGERS—In my opinion, the fans 
are a bunch of morons. They’ve 
shown their respect for me by stab- 
bing me with knives, picks and hat 
pins. You wonder why I hate them? 
Look at these scars! I’ve never hurt 
anybody but a wrestler—I never laid 
my hands on a fan. All I do is give 
them the world’s best wrestling, and 
send them home feeling five years 
younger. For this they hate me! Well, 
I want them to know I’m laughing— 
because every time they boo me I put 
another dollar in the bank. To hell 
with them! 


“The thing that counts is what your 
bank teller counts, the green." 


G— You've given us a pretty com- 
plete picture of yourself, Buddy. 
Does it matter to you that, although 
it's an honest picture, it's not a very 
pretty one? 

ROGERS—Abe Lincoln was honest 
and he wasn't very pretty either. You 
want me to improve on Lincoln? Lis- 
ten. I don't care what anybody's kids 
but mine think of me. And I don't 
care what anybody's great-great- 
grandchildren think of me. The thing 
that counts is what.your bank teller 
counts, the green, Daddy. The Bread. 
Next to that is what you think of 
yourself. I’ve just told you what I 
think of myself. Now you can tell the 
world. 

Q—We will, Buddy, we will. 
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In tribute to Whipper Billy Watson 


NOBODY 


Graphic proof of the way Watson handles much bigger opponents. 
Here he steps under 300-pound Don Leo Jonathan and flips him. 
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BY MORTON RUDELL 


HE STORY OF WHIPPER WATSONSS life is a 

crude statuc sculptured in broken bone and muti- 
lated flesh. He is his own testimonial written in blood and 
agony, a heroic epic that spans three thousand chap- 
ters, each of them an hour of bitter struggle in the wres- 
tling rings of the world. 

When wrestlers speak of Whipper Watson their voices 
seem to fall to a whisper, as though they speak of the 
dead. A respectful hush falls across the dressing room 
whenever he appears. Then the moment of silence is 
broken by glad shouts of welcome as a legend comes to 
life and Billy Watson, a smiling, likable man emerges to 
greet his fellow wrestlers. 

]t is hard to separate the man from the legend, for 
both have become as one through the quarter of a cen- 


tury during which “Whipper” rose to become champion. 


of the world, and Billy Watson the man maintained his 
thousands of old friends while adding thousands more 
from a new generation. So we'll talk about Billy Watson 
the man, and in so doing we'll tell the legend. 

It began back in 1935 when Watson, then an ambi- 
tious young man of slightly-above-average size and with 
a so-so physique, decided that he was fast enough, brave 
enough and durable enough to become Heavyweight 
Wrestling Champion of the World. He set out to prove 
It. 

It took him 12 years. In 1947 Billy met and whipped 
one of the greatest champions of modern times, Lou 
Thesz. in a historic match. When it was over, ex-cham- 
pion Thesz, who outweighed Watson by a whopping 30 
pounds, spoke admiringly of his conqueror. “He would 
be fantastic if he had more size to him. As it is, he’s 
great.” 


To clinch the handle of greatness, Watson had to over- 
come obstacles which would have ruined a less deter- 
mined man. Ten years after he won the title, which he 
lost in turn to Wild Bill Longson, it was incredible that 
Billy could even step into a ring, let alone compete 
against world’s top stars. By 1956, his 21st year as a 
professional wrestler, Toronto-born Billy Watson had 
collected more broken bones, torn more ligaments, ripped 
more tendons and muscles—his own—than any athlete 
in history. Medical men wondered what held him to- 
gether, since it obviously was not the usual complement 
of protein-tissue. That had long since been destroyed. 
By rights, Watson should have been writing memoirs 
from the safety of a wheel chair. 

A list of his healed injuries astounded doctors at the 
famed Mayo Clinic. It read: “Ten per cent vision in one 
eye; nose broken 12 times; 2 operations on left ear; 5 on 
right ear; broken collar bone; crushed sternum (breast- 
bone); ribs broken 7 times on right side; 4 times on left 
side; sacro-iliac displaced innumerable times; smashed 
knuckles of both hands; cartilage torn in both knees; calf 
muscles torn in both legs; all toes of both feet fractured; 
skull damaged when scalp was ripped by flying object.” 

Billy Watson should have been dead long before, but 
in 1956 he stepped into the ring to again wrestle Lou 
Thesz for the championship of the world (Thesz had re- 
gained the crown from Watson’s conqueror, Bill Long- 
son). 

It was a brilliant bout between the two veterans. Each 
had the highest respect for the other and each knew that 
one mistake could prove fatal. Thesz made the mistake 
first. After missing an attempted dropkick at the 47 
minute mark, Watson pounced on Lou, locked him in a 
Boston Crab hold, and pinned him. For the second time 
in his remarkable career, Whipper Watson on the heavy- 
weight throne. It was a tribute not to the man himself, 
but a testimonial to courage and self-determination. 

His closest friends advised Billy to retire before it was 
too late. "You've got all the money you'll ever need,” 
they said, "and you're still in one piece, amazing as it 
may seem. Quit while you're ahead, Billy, please." 

But Whipper brushed off their pleas. “Га rather die 
in the ring than be a retired has-been. I don't know how 
long I can keep going, but ГЇЇ keep on trying until they 
count me out for good.” 

But his friends kept on pressing him. “Your opponents 
are a lot bigger and stronger these days then they were 
ten or fifteen years ago. Take Killer Kowalski and Yukon 
Eric, for instance. They'll murder you for sure one of 
these days.” A 

At this, Watson grins. “Hell, they can't kill me. I’m 


— A wrestling phenomenon 


CRACKS THIS WHIP 


supposed to be dead already. If you don’t believe me, ask 
my doctors. I tell you I’m going to keep on going until 
I'm the second Spirit of 76. Гуе only got 37 more years 
to go, you know." 

He meant it—and as of now, he'll be 76 in 33 years. 
Reckoned by Billy Watson's standards, that's a short 
time. Since the second loss of his title—late in '56 when 
Thesz, Billy's nemesis of more than a decade, rewon the 
crown— Watson has been in another 500 matches, won 
the vast majority, many against the same giants he was 
warned against. 

We've talked to Billy for hours on end, almost lived 
with him. We think we know, at long last, what makes 
him tick. We decided this: Take Watson apart, muscle 
by muscle, strand by strand, nerve by nerve—and when 
you're down to the "essential Watson," the thing that is 
the man himself, you'll find an incredibly hard wad of 
substance for which there are many names. The best one 
is "courage." 

That is Billy Watson stripped of all but the elemental 
substance; that’s what made him world champion twice 
and it's what keeps him going today. But of course there 
is much more to Billy than guts. There is the modesty 
that shines through even from under the glare of the 
ring lights. There is the good nature of the man, that 
makes him sign autographs in a restaurant while his 
lunch grows cold and important interviewers grow hot. 
There is the finished skill as a wrestler that has been 
pared and polished and honed until he is as wise at his 
task as is ancient boxer Archie Moore, or pitcher War- 
ren Spahn. It is these other things that maintain Billy's 
popularity and keep him on top. 

There are minor plus values that can be added to the 
above. Billy's not sensitive about his age, for one thing. 
“I was born in 1918," he laughs, “and the teenagers 
know it. They. don't—the girls, I mean—treat me like a 
matinee idol any more. They look at me as they might 
look at some big, good-natured uncle from whom they 
can get solid advice. I guess—” he hesitates, “—I guess 
they just sort of trust me.” A look of pride creeps into 
his eyes, one of which is nearly blind. “Yeah—they trust 
me, and it’s a good feeling to be trusted.” 

We could recite the basic facts of Whipper Watson’s 
long career, in between championships, the war years, 
the travels—and it would all make a fascinating book. 
But out of it all would come only a few basically impor- 
tant facts, facts much more important than any book. 

And the most important is the one voiced, almost in 
disbelief, by Billy himself. When Billy finally has need 
for an epitaph—in another half century or so—it can be Watson is a handsome, well-proportioned man in his early 40's 
this one: They Trusted Me. e who insists that the best way to stay young is to work hard. 
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The enormously popular Art "'Sailor'' 
Thomas makes an imposing sight as he 
flexes his great muscles before cheer- 
ing Madison Square Garden crowd. 


Two totally different types of men, 


ЈЕ HAD HAPPENED twice before during the post- 
war years, once in the late forties and once in the 
middle fifties. The first time, it took Antonino Rocca, 
the Italian Argentine, to drop kick wrestling out of its 
doldrums; the second time, ballet dancer Ricki Starr 
pirouetted a whirlwind that wafted wrestling sky-high, 
along with the profits. 

Now, in 1960, it was happening again—wrestling, 
especially in big castern cities, was floundering. At- 
tendance was off, enthusiasm was stagnant and bore- 
dom was setting in. The trouble was a lack of big 
stars. Rocca had left for the Middle West, Johnny Val- 
entine had forsaken the East for greener pastures, and 
Bearcat Wright was Wright-ing his own ticket up north. 

Something had to be done before the promoters 
went broke and the wrestling arenas fell into decay. 
"We need new blood," complained Northeastern pro- 
moter Vince McMahon, a non-bloodthirsty, gentleman 
(о Kola Kwariani, foreign scout and former great 
wrestler. 

Kwariani had just returned from South America. 
"There's plenty of blood down there," he told Mc- 
Mahon, "and it's not all because of the revolutions. 
Гуе been watching a kid in Argentina who looks like 
Rocca, wrestles like Rocca and—” 

"Get him!" hollered McMahon, dreaming painfully 
of his bare-footed meal ticket who had grossed over a 
million dollars yearly for ten successive years and who 
would be impossible to replace. 

Kwariani sent a cablegram to South America. “Put 
Anchorena on the next plane to New York," it said. 

At almost exactly the same time, a wrestling show 
was going on just outside McMahon's front door, in 
Washington's Capitol Arena. During the intermission, 
announcer Ray Morgan was suddenly startled to look 
up and see a huge Negro, in seaman's attire, standing 
in the center of the vacant ring. He was inviting the 
wrestlers to take him on! Ray spoke to the man on TV 
—top-notch announcers must be ready to take advan- 
tage of such incidents—and discovered that the man's 
name was Thomas and that he was a sailor down on 
his luck; more important, he wanted to wrestle profes- 
sionally after having done a little of it in the Mer- 
chant Marine. 

Ray, treating the whole thing as a joke, said he 
would try to do something for the seaman. It seemed 
to end there. Both McMahon and Kwariani, together 
with Morgan, went to their respective homes as usual, 
although each was somewhat worried about the wres- 
tling business. (text continued on page 26) 


BY LEN PETERS 


from greatly separated 
places on earth, 
have combined 
to give wrestling 
a double-barrelled 


shot-in-the-arm. 


the 
Little 
Argentinian 


Young Argentine sensation Vittorio Apollo, 
right, stands with his partner, 

old Argentine sensation Antonino 

Rocca, in corner before a bout. 


Г 


Don Curtis appears both раіпеа and amazed by 
Sailor Thomas! terrific bear-hug. 


Apollo rides atop Taro Sakuro's shoulders and turns toward 
Rocca for advice. Taro's partner, left, is Haruo Sasaki. 
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Thomas’ fantastic strength is illustrated here as he easily whips 220-0006 
Don Curtis across the ring. Note Art's remarkable arm and leg development. 


They needn't have worried. Together. they had 
started a ball rolling down the aisle that led directly to 
the Madison Square Garden ring—and to a new һсу- 
day for wrestling. 

The "new blood" that Kwariani had cabled for 
turned out to be young Vittorio Anchorena, better 
known as "Apollo"; and the big Negro merchant sea- 
man was Sailor Art Thomas. They made their Gar- 
den debuts just a couple of wecks later and today they 
are wrestling's hottest attractions. 


pom 


Wrestling Revue's ringside cameraman took this remarkable 
shot of Apollo who appears to be frozen in mid-air. 
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The Argentine youngster, a small—S feet 915 —ver- 
sion of the great Rocca, had been hand-picked by Kwa- 
riani two years carlier in the event Rocca ever did 
decide to abandon his New York stamping ground. 
Kola had watched young Anchorena perform as an 
amateur in Buenos Aires and had kept close tabs on 
him ever since. He was like a special hot-house rose. 
carefully nurtured and protected for his big debut. 

Art Sailor Thomas was something else. Like a 250- 
pound hunk of mana from heaven. he just dropped 
onto the wrestling scene, creating a splash just as big as 
Apollo's. He simply wanted to wrestle, and so capi- 
talized on his enormous strength and dramatic mus- 
cular appearance to wake up the wrestling world like 
the blast of a shotgun. 

Which is what the Apollo-Thomas combo has proved 
to be—a double-barrel shotgun blast that peppered box 
office records with a double impact. They have not, 
and probably never will. wrestle as a team, but inde- 
pendently, Apollo and Thomas are the two biggest 
things since Rocca and Ricki. 

Apollo, just 21. has been wrestling about a year; 
he had already taken Rocca’s place in South America 
when tapped by McMahon for New York. He wrestles 
in his bare feet, like his idol, and employs many of the 
gimmicks and style variations of the great Antonino. 
But he has something else—a refreshing boyishness 
that Rocca had lost by the time he arrived in this 
country. Handsome as a Greek god, young Vittorio 
has captured the young and middle aged female fans 
in an unbreakable heart lock. He speaks little English 
but, according to the gals, he doesn’t need to talk! The 
rest of wrestling fandom, young and old, men and 
women, pretty much agree. They proved it when, in 
Madison Square Garden a few months ago, Apollo 
made his much-heralded American debut. McMahon 
and Kwariani, watching the customers pack the place, 
realized that Rocca was no longer a practical neces- 
sity. The “young blood” had packed the Garden. 


Haruo Sasaki, left, obviously frustrated by Apollo's amaz- 
ing acrobatics, begs the delighted crowd for sympathy. 


As of this writing, the inevitable has happened. 
After all, if one Rocca made $12.000.000 in ten years, 
and a "new" Rocca was his ideal replacement—then 
two Rocca’s, wrestling as a team, would be at least 
twice the attraction! So they've teamed up Rocca and 
Apollo—and the new combination may break every 
record ever set by a pair of athletes. 

As for Sailor Thomas, he's doing all right for him- 
self. In the few short months since he burst on the 
wrestling scene like the Queen Mary sailing up Fifth 
Avenue, he has achieved an eminence rare and enviable 
in his chosen profession. He has been promised a crack 
at Buddy Rogers’ heavyweight title. 

So fantastic is the big sailor’s strength that he easily 
pulls his way out of holds inflicted by the world’s best 
wrestlers. He can wrestle pretty well, but thus far he 
hasn't needed that kind of ability. Whether he can beat 
Rogers on brute power alone is doubtful. So far he has 
met the champion about a half dozen times and each 
time the Sailor has been tricked into defeat. 

“Let him put his title on the line," mutters the 
Sailor balefully, “—now that he's a champion, he'll 
have to wrestle fair! Once he does that, he’s licked. In 
Newark, when we wrestled, he nearly busted my kid- 
neys with his knees. And all the other times, it was 
with the same kind of tactics—all unfair, all fouls! 
With a good referee, Га lick Rogers for sure. That's a 
promise to the American public who have been so 
nice to me.” 

Whether or not Art wins the title is unimportant to 
the fans, although it would be the biggest news since 
chlorophyll. What is important is the fact that wrestling 
has received a double barrel shot in the arm from two 
young men (Thomas is 28) who had never met until 
that historic night at the Garden when both made their 
big time debuts. They are destined to meet again—per- 
haps as opponents. When they do they can shake hands 
with mutual respect—the respect one star reserves for 
another. They already have the respect of the public. e 


T.V. announcer Ray Morgan, second from left, interviews 
Rocca, right, and the new sensation Apollo in Wash., D. C. 
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ORDER NOW ONLY ‘8.50 


Then exercise with the sensational 


e Scientifically Designed 
e A real Challenge 
to your MANLINESS 


HOW IT WORKS 


Unlike weights, cables and other forms of exercises, the 
great new GIANT KRUSHER works the muscles and ten- 
dons hidden deep in the chest and shoulders—the real 
POWER muscles so vital to complete body development 
and STRENGTH. But the KRUSHER must be.used with com- 
plete regularity in order for you to enjoy its full benefits. 
If you use it faithfully the results will amaze you and you 
will use it for years and years to come. This remarkable 
piece of equipment is made of heavy metal with oil- 
tempered springs and wood handles for firm: gripping. 
You will agree with us that the GIANT KRUSHER was built 
to last A LIFETIME. 


Better Health Institute, Dept. B-5 

31 Union Square West—Room 501, 

New York 3, New York 

Please rush me your amazing GIANT KRUSHER. I enclose $8.50 
plus 50 cents shipping charges. A total of $9.00. 


Name 

Address. 

Giya опе State 

АП orders filled within 3 days offer receipt. Sorry, NO COD orders accepted, 
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Despite the enormous 
obstacles which loomed 
before him, little 
Pepper Gomez batiled 
with a fierce 
determination that 
earned him the respect 
of the entire 

wrestling world 


Portrait 
of a 


BY ALLEN RESSLER 
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Gomez folds under kick in back delivered by massive Ed Miller. As usual, 
Pepper gave away weight to his opponent, in this case more than a hundred 
pounds. And as usual Pepper came away on the long end. He won the match. 


HIS, FANS, is an expose about 

one of the world's most popular 
wrestlers. Pepper Gomez, we're sorry, 
but the story must be told. We owe 
it to our readers. 

Pepper Gomez has been carrying 
on a love affair for the last five years! 
—a scandalous, wide-open affair 
which has shocked thousands of peo- 
ple, especially those in California. 
Worse still. Pepper's wife, Eleanor, 
knows all about it! When interviewed 
by this reporter recently, Eleanor, a 
beautiful ex-model, said: “I think it's 
simply wonderful!—and the children 
are just wild about it!” 

“Is, there," we asked, “nothing 
sacred?” 

“Oh, yes,” gurgled Eleanor, "there's 
Debby, Janet, Judy, Diana—and the 
love Pepper and I have for one an- 
other.” 


Then Eleanor told us about Pep- 
per Gomez’ love affair with the State 
of Texas. 

“It started soon after he wrestled 
here for the first time,” she said. “In 
fact, it was his very first professional 
bout. He came over to El Paso from 
California — his home state — and 
took on a much bigger man. Pepper 
only weighed about 200 then. He 
was doing very well—even won the 
match—but at the end his knee was 
wrenched so badly he was out of ac- 
tion for six months. Now, most peo- 
ple would forget a wrestler they'd 
seen only once and not again for half 
a year—but not those Texans! When 
Pepper went back into the ring it was 
as though they were waiting for him. 
They cheered, stomped, clapped and 
hollered, “Welcome back, Pepper!’ It 
was wonderful.” 


Eleanor Gomez’ eyes sparkled with 
pride for her groom of eight years. 
"Thats how the affair began—and 
it’s been getting better all the time." 

So has Pepper. In the beginning of 
his truly remarkable carcer, the in- 
tellectual Los Angeles City College 
graduatc, an ex-newspaper man, had 
to rely on strength and cunning to 
win, even though he had been coached 
well by Blackie Guzman, a fellow 
Latin whose brilliant career had been 
cut short by an injury in the early 
fifties. 

“It was because of his shoulder 
injury," volunteered Eleanor, as we 
sat on the expansive patio of their 
Houston home, “that Blackie came 
to be Peppers manager. Blackie 
couldn’t wrestle anymore so he kind 
of hoped that Pepper would take his 
place as the best Mexican wrestler. 
Of course, Pepper is American, but 
his blood ties are strong with those 
Latins. They often come up from be- 
low the Rio Grande just to see Pep- 
per wrestle, and you should 7 
them shout! It's so wonderful!" 

Eleanor was talking about those 
dark days in 1953 when Pepper was 
little more than a body-builder who 
had won a couple of important phy- 
sique contests. When Strangler Lewis 
saw Peppers phenomenal build he 
told him to stop wasting his muscles 
and wrestle for a living. And then 
Pepper's career seemingly came to a 
close with his first match. 

The days brightened somewhat 
after he resumed his career. In 1956 
he won the Texas Heavyweight 
Championship. He held the title for 
a year, longer than anyone else ever 
did. Since then he has never taken 
a backward step. 

Except one. That was when the 
same injured knee buckled again and 
it seemed that it would be the last 
step Gomez would ever take. It hap- 
pened late in 1956. 

"ГП always remember it," said 
Eleanor, making a face that failed to 
make her look anything but beauti- 
ful. *He was wrestling that monster. 
Buddy Rogers, and getting the best 
of it. Then the knee suddenly caved- 
in. I knew something terrible had 
happened even though Pepper bravely 
tried to hide it from the fans. But he 
managed to finish the match and even 
walk back to the dressing room. 
Then, that night, he said he'd be out 
of action for only a week. I had a 
horrible premonition about it, though. 


"Next week he went in with an- 
other brute named El Medico. This 
time there was no doubt about it. 
When the knee gave way, Pepper was 
helpless. That frightful man took ad- 
vantage of him and beat him up 
something awful!” Eleanor shook her 
head at the bitterness of the memory. 

"To make a long story short, the 
doctors gave up." she continued. 
“They said he might walk again, but 
he would never wrestle. Pepper dis- 
agreed. After they operated on both 
his knees and removed some carti- 
lage. he told the doctors he would be 
back in the ring inside of six weeks. 
Not only that, but that he would 
wrestle El Medico again and throw 
him clear out of the ring!” 

Eleanor’s eyes widened proudly. 
"And that’s exactly what he did! 
When he went back into that Houston 
ring and threw El Medico out of it, 
I thought the fans would riot out of 
sheer joy! It was—it was simply 
wonderful!" 


It has been wonderful ever since, 
for Gomez, Eleanor, the four girls 
and the second biggest state. The 
"little guy." as he's called by his gar- 
gantuan fellow wrestlers, is practi- 
cally undefeated at this crowning 
phase of his career. Only 220 pounds 
at 5-10—small for a wrestler, these 
days—Gomez has beaten a couple of 
ex-champions. Lou Thesz and Whip- 
per Watson, and just about every- 
body who is anybody among the Big 
Ten. The ones he hasn't beaten he 
has held to draws—including ex- 
champ Pat O'Connor. 

"If he ever gets another try at 
O’Connor—who, by the way, is a 
wonderful man!—Pepper is sure to 
beat him,” Eleanor insists. So does 
Pepper, who has learned a great deal 
of science since he was crowned “Mr. 
Muscle Beach” back in 1949. 

“They say." his lovely wife and 
chief rooter continued, “that my hus- 
band is one of the few wrestlers 
known from Coast to Coast. You 


know most of them, even the top 
names, are known regionally, like in 
the Mid-West or on the West Coast 
or the Deep South. But Pepper can 
go anywhere in the country and 
they'll recognize him and cheer him. 
He says it's almost embarrassing, be- 
ing very modest, you know. 

But Pepper keeps going back to 
Texas. The climate isn't so great, 
the scenery is just so-so, and the dis- 
tances between towns are murderous. 
But there's something about Texas 
that attracts the Gomez family like a 


honeycomb attracts bears. What 
could it be? 
“The wonderful, wonderful peo- 


ple," says Eleanor. “They love Pep- 
per and Pepper loves them." 

And what does Eleanor herself 
think of Texas? She has just three 
words for it: 


*Wonderful, wonderful, wonder- 
full” 
And that pretty well describes 


Eleanor. too. e 


Pepper wins Texas tournament in 1957. His two teachers, Strangler Lewis, left, and Blackie Guzman, right, share his glory. 
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Jogging down Santa Monica beach with pretty Janee Marcello, Alberto, right, and Ramon Torres build up steam before divi 
into ocean surf. Ramon, 27, weighs 228 pounds, stands 6'114”. Alberto, 25, weighs 230, towers 6'3". 
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 Wrestler's Day 0ff 


To find out what a couple of He-Man wrestlers 00 on their 
day of rest we assigned а writer-photographer team 10 follow 
the famous Torres brothers one summery day last summer 
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Alberto adjusts the Rocky Mountain Heavyweight Championship belt around brother 
Ramon's waist. Ramon won the title and belt during tournament in New Mexico. 


} 1 
Nn: Ж 
ci у 


At Santa Monica, Calif. beach, Alberto 
checks his weight as Ramon looks on. 


Alberto uses heavy dumbells to work 
his upper body and break into a sweat. 


HEN TWO FAMOUS wres- 

tlers take a day off, where do 
they go? Not to any ordinary place, 
you can.be sure. 

They go to the beach. 

And what do they do there? Noth- 
ing routine, we guarantee. 

They eat hot dogs and ice cream, 
visit the penny arcade, guess their 
weight on the free-if-you-guess-right- 
scales, swim a little, sun themselves 
—and run along the wet sand with a 
pretty girl. Real unusual stuff. 

Anyway, thats what the West 
Coast favorites, the Torres Brothers 
—Ramon and Alberto—do on their 
days off. The reason all of this is un- 
usual is that The Torres Bros. almost 
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Ramon, left, and Alberto proudly display trophy awarded to them after winning California Tag Team Championship in 1960. 


never have a day off. That's why it's 
so exciting and relaxing for them to 
do what plain, everyday type people 
do in a similar situation. And that's 
what they did when our photographer 
happened to be tagging along one day 
last summer. 

The Torres boys are carrying on 
in the tradition of their famous big 
brother, Enrique, who turned pro 
wrestler a few years before the kids 
grew up. Being born in Sonora, 
Mexico, and having escaped a life of 
degredation and squalor—along with 
their two sisters—by moving across 
the Line into Los Angeles, it was 


only natural that these two well-built 
and intelligent Latins turn their hands 
to the best possible way to make a 
decent living. For them. 

Enrique got so good at wrestling 
about ten years ago, that he licked 
George Becker for a small but noisy 
share of the world title. Two years 
later young Ramon was big enough 
to follow in his brother's footsteps. 
Alberto, a mere stripling, didn't get 
started until 1957. But it was a good 
start. After a year's seasoning, he 
teamed up with Ramon. They've 
been together ever since. 

They no longer have much to 


worry about—just keeping in condi- 
tion. “That one or days a month is 
worth a two-weeks vacation to us," 
says Ramon. "We pack all our ten- 
sions and emotion into it—and by 
having a wonderful time—by relax- 
ing completely—we manage to face 
the next month in a healthy frame of 
mind." 

These pictures show how they re- 
lax—and as for how healthy they are 
—judge for yourself. 

Or see them in person, next time 
they’re wrestling in your stamping 
ground. Chances are they'll stamp 
their opponents through the mat. e 
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WILLIE MAYS kicked an autograph fan. 


JACKIE KENNEDY knocked a photographer's camera 
out of his hand. 


DON CURTIS and MARK LEWIN have turned villain. 


ONLY ONE of the above statements is the truth— 
and it happens to be the least likely! Yes, Curtis 
and Lewin, All-American heroes to a million wres- 
tling fans, have suddenly and unaccountably turned 
into two of the most hateful athletes in the world. 

America is shocked by the startling transforma- 
tion. A farmer in Modoc Country, California writes: 
“Гуе studied their record and their biographies as 
published in WRESTLING REVUE; I recall that 
they come from Buffalo, New York, and that they 
graduated from the University of Buffalo; that 
they were both clean-living boys with spotless rec- 
ords both in and out of the ring. I fail to see why, 
during a recent bout in Madison Square Garden, 
they should suddenly turn on the Fabulous Kanga- 
roos with a viciousness unmatched by even their 
opponents, and nearly kill them! Since then these 
once classic heroes have broken all records for sheer 
brutality. Why, I keep asking myself—why? My 
faith in human nature is shattered." 

That is a typical comment on this strange and 
disquieting switch in personality of Don Curtis and 
Mark Lewin. In attempting to get the answer, we 
went directly to Curtis and Lewin themselves. 

“Why all the fuss?” grinned handsome Don Cur- 
tis, the ex-Marine who is perhaps the foremost ex- 
pert of the dreaded Sleeper Hold. *So we got sick 
and tired of all the worship, the praise and the fire- 
works. Look, I happen to be a tough ex-Marine. 
Mark, here, is all man and a yard wide—at the 
shoulders. Do you think we could take any more 
of that stuff about what gentle, clean-living young 


fellows we are? Hell, our friends have been razzing . 


us; the other wrestlers got the idea we were a 
couple of sissies! When one of Markie's girl friends 
gave him the gate, saying she wanted a man, not 
a pretty-boy gigolo, we rebelled!” 

Mark Lewin, one of wrestling’s best looking— 
and toughest—stars, interrupted. “That’s right. 
We'd walk into a bar and we'd get those sidelong 
glances and a muttered remark, then the guys 
would all snicker. We couldn’t take it any longer.” 

“From now on,” concluded Don, “were going to 
prove that we’re the toughest team in this country 
—and we're going to do it the only way possible. 
We're going to out-villain all the worst villains 
we've ever faced in the ring. Maybe then we'll get 
some real respect!” 

And that’s it. We personally think the boys are 
wrong. We think they’ve earned all the respect any 
two men can garner through the simple means of 
being decent. But we can’t change their minds. 
They’re both over 21. So, be warned, you villains 
of the world!—Lewin and Curtis are after your 
scalps. They beat you when they played fair. What 
will they do when they play it dirty? 

America wonders, watches, and waits. e 
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Blassie continues ta choke opponent while 


arguing to bitier end with the referee, 
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ling champion of the world. 

"Was Carpen the best man 
you ever wrestled? reporter asked. 

Blassie showed little emotion at 
having won ine coveted title. His 


the State 


The tough old pro revolted at public opinion, 


words came out in a growl. “No. The 
guy’s a jumping jack. When he comes 
up against a real wrestler, he’s dead!” 

The next question was a hot one. 
“Some of the fans say you didn’t 
beat Carpenter; they say he beat 
himself by hurting his knee. The doc- 
tor says the cartilage is torn.” 

Blassie never batted an eyelash. 
“Don’t give me that—! The State 
Commission makes the rules. When 
a wrestler can’t live up to the rules, 
he loses. It proves what I said about 
Carpentier. If he could wrestle, he 
wouldn't have to depend on gym- 
nastics to win. So he tried a flip— 
and he flopped. So he sprained his 
knee. What am I supposed to do 
about it, be a gentleman and call it 
off until he feels better? I won the 
title fair and square—and in the re- 
turn match, ГЇЇ beat him again!" 

Another loaded question. “About 
that title. There's a lot of opposition 
calling this a match for the world 
championship. It's said that Pat 
O'Connor is actually the recognized 
champion. Any comment?" 

The big man rapped the table with 
a ham-like fist, causing the room to 
tremble. Although he brushed aside 
the question, it was clear that this 
was a sore point. "Look, I’m the 
champion. I won the title in the ring 
and 111 defend it against any chal- 
lenger. That includes O'Connor!" 

"How do you think you'd make 
out against O'Connor?" 

Again the crunching sound of flesh 
and bone smashing against wood. 
ГЛ tell you something about O'Con- 
nor. In my opinion he's the most col- 
orless champion since Danno O'Ma- 
honey. And he wrestles in the same 
dull way. Га beat him in two straight 
falls—and he knows it. That's why 
he won't face me. But sooner or later 
he'll come up against a real wrestler, 
and it'll be like Carpentier—he’ll lose 
the. title." 

"Besides yourself, who do you 
think could take O'Connor right 
now?" 


BLASS! 


called wrestling fans “A bunch of morons,” and still wound up on top... 


There was no hesitation. “I hear 
O'Connors next defense will be 
against Buddy Rogers in Chicago in 
two weeks. If it goes to three falls, 
Rogers will take him. O’Connor will 
be wrecked.” 

(Blassie proved to be a prophet. 
Rogers defeated Pat O'Connor for 
the title.) 

“All right, lets say Rogers beats 
O'Connor. He's a tough guy like 
yourself. Think you could beat him?” 

For the first time, Blassie hesitated 
before answering. A hard gleam came 
into his eyes. "Rogers is twice the 
wrestler O'Connor is. But—” and 
the harsh voice sank to a stage whis- 
per, “—But he'll never face me! He 
knows ГИ take him. He'll want to be 
champion a long time, Buddy will. 
And he will be—unless he mects me. 
No, it's going to be like the middle- 
weight boxing division—there'll be 
two champions in name, but only one 
real champion—me!” 

To get down to the bedrock. in 
Fred Blassie's character, the reporter 
tried to delve into his personal life. 
The ex-southerner-turned-Californian 
was cagey, guarded, almost non- 
committal. He spoke in one-syllable 
words while getting dressed, and 
seemed eager to end the interview. 
However. we did get a few impor- 
tant facts. As it happens, the veteran 
wrestler could probably have reached 
his present eminence without resort- 
ing to eye-gouging, close-fist slugging 
or butting; because he's a good wres- 
tler—almost as good as he says he is. 
Early in his career, he came out of 
St. Louis, his home town, and set- 
tled in Atlanta. There he found a 
home and made the most of it. 
Through the years he became the 
South's biggest attraction in spite of 
his ungentlemanly habits. He was 
handsome, debonnaire and rough, and 
southern fans loved him. Not as a 
man, as a wrestler! 

In the dozen years since then, Blas- 
sie has grown more hateful than ever. 

(continued on page 40) 


E IS A BORN REBEL 


BY G. W. SMITH 


Old pro Blassie, who knows every trick in 
the book, takes careful aim. at Haystacks 
СаНоип' $ damaged forehead in successful 
attempt to break open a taped-over cuf. 
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Blassie probably holds the world's record for time spent being bawled out by referees. 
Here a referee goes at the famed rebel even before he has a chance to remove jacket. 


(continued from page 38) 

There seems to be a kind of conflict 
raging within him. He apparently 
wants to be a decent human being but 
doesn’t know how. Yet he insists that 
he is basically good. 

“The fans and the newspapermen 
call me a villain. They say Гт mean 
and miserable and ought to be 
banned from wrestling. Yet they 
make a practice of stabbing me with 
knives and hatpins and ice picks! 
That makes them decent citizens? I’m 
just trying to earn a living, and I do a 
good job of it. I think Гуе done some 
damned good deeds for society—and 
I'll even give you an example." 

Here Blassie seemed to search his 
memory. He finally came up with a 
good deed. “When I first got to 
Savannah, J wrestled according to the 
books. I guess the local P.T.A. 
thought I was a force for good. They 
asked me to give a speech on juven- 
ile delinquency at one of their meet- 
ings. I did, and it was a good speech 
if I do say so. I told them that J.D. 
could be prevented by living right, 
being humane to your fellow man and 
turning the other cheek. It was a 
great success. They even asked me to 
come back and give another talk." 

At this point, Blassie laughed out 
loud, It seemed strange to see humor 
on that grim face. "Well, it happened 
that around this time I was getting 
tired of being a hero in the ring. Га 


been decent toward my opponents, 
and they took advantage of me. 1 be- 
lieved in fair play, sure, but not at 
the expense of my health! 

“The day after 1 gave my talk to 
the P.T.A., I was wrestling the main 
event in Atlanta. I said to hell with 
turning the other cheek. So I teed off 
on my opponent and let off steam. I 
used every dirty trick that a hundred 
other guys had used on me. In short, 
I became a villain. 

“I didn't know it, but a delegation 
from the P.T.A. were sitting at ring- 
side to sce the great sportsman—me! 
—in action. [ think they must have 
fainted. Anyway, they weren't there 
at the finish—and they never did re- 
peat their invitation for me to speak! 
That wasn't my fault, was it?" 

He was asked what he had done 
for society in the last twelve years. 
When he couldn't come up with an 
answer, Blassic's face began to grow 
crimson. The question was hastily 
dropped. Instead, he was asked 
whether being a villain in the ring 
had any effect on his decent, inner 
nature." 

"Sure it does. You can't be a nice 
guy on the outside and a bad guy in 
the ring without it tearing you all 
apart. Gradually you find yourself 
becoming mean in your private life, 
too. It may not make you popular 
with folks back home, but it sure 


saves you a lot of time on a head- 
shrinker's couch." 

Here Blassie complained that a lot 
of lies have been printed about him. 

He gave examples. "They still 
write all that jazz about how I went 
to a bunch of colleges and how I've 
got ап 1.О. of 175. Hell, man, I was 
a butcher before I turned wrestler!— 
and I'm not ashamed of it. And they 
say 1 was an officer in the Air Force 
and shot down a lot of enemy 
planes. The closest | ever came to 
piloting a plane was when I threw 
Ray Gunkel with an airplane spin 
in Atlanta in 1959. As for having 
been a prize fighter before I took up 
wrestling, that comes close to the 
truth. I nearly murdered a couple of 
guys in the amateurs. Then, one day, 
Jack Dempsey saw me fight. He told 
me to quit. He said Га never make 
it as a fighter because my arms were 
too short. So I quit. What happened? 
A couple of years later, Rocky Mar- 


ciano, with a 68-inch reach—the 
same as mine—became world cham- 
pion!” 

But, Blassie says, “1 still like 
Dempsey." 


He also likes California. Shortly 
before winning California's version 
of the title, he moved to Los An- 
geles. “I needed a change of scenery,” 
he says, "— 1 was beginning to feel 
tied down. Here in L.A. I have lots 
of friends. 1 played in quite a few 
movies, you know. It gave me a 
chance to meet people like Kirk 
Douglas, Victor Mature and Mari- 
lyn Monroe. These people became my 
friends. I get along fine here." 

He was reminded of his words 
spoken during an interview just after 
gaining the title. *I hate not only 
Carpentier and the referee who tried 
to do me out of my title—I hate 
everybody!" As for the fans, he had 
added, "They're all a bunch of 
morons!” 

Blassie looked like a bear trapped 
with a mosquito net by a bunch of 
boy scouts. He raised himself to his 
full height and glared down at the 
reporter. He looked like a real cham- 
pion. 

“If,” he snorted, “I said it, I meant 
it! My friends will understand. As for 
the rest, to hell with them!” 

Fred Blassie moved away and 
strode out into the night. He walked 
alone, but the reporter got the im- 
pression he wasn’t lonely. e 


Brazil rests his magnificent 

body during recent tag team 
match while his partner keeps 
the action going in the ring. 


BOBO 
BRAZIL 
MAKES 
THE 


BIG TIME 


Fame, fortune 
and amazing 
popularity 
came so quickly 
to big Bobo 

that he still 
cant believe 

it all happened 


to him 


BY ALLEN RESSLER 


Please turn the page 
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This is the way Brazil looked when he made his debut as a pro 
wrestler after he was discovered by former champ Joe Savoldi. 


WELL-KNOWN SPORTS WRITER, who saw 

one of the world's great athletes, Bobo Brazil, in 
action a few weeks ago, went back to his typewriter and 
wrote the following paragraph: 

“It was two down in the ninth, and the Dodgers were 
a run ahead. The visitors had one chance to win this 
important game—and he came to bat with one man on. 
As Bobo Brazil, one of the great ball players of the day, 
stood there at the plate, Dodger pitcher Don Drysdale 
looked him over, then threw one of his inside fast 
balls. Bobo swung—and the ball took off, with the fans 
cheering themselves hoarse as Bobo rounded the base 
paths for the 23rd time. Thus did the immortal Negro 
win another game for the Giants." 

The writer read the copy over, sighed—and struck 
out the name Bobo Brazil. He replaced it with that of 
Willie Mays. “It could have been Bobo," he muttered, 
“—if only he'd stuck to baseball!" 

It may be true. For, although few wrestling—or base- 
ball—fans realize it, the huge wrestling star might have 
developed into another Willie Mays or Hank Aaron if 
he'd had his own way. But Joe Savoldi, a veteran wres- 
tler and former world champion, had Ais way, and— 
But let Savoldi tell it: 

“It was about a dozen years ago," said Joe. "I was 
wrestling in Minneapolis. During the day I went out to 
see the Minneapolis Milers play—I'm a baseball fan, you 
know. I was amazed—like everybody else—by this 
Giant Negro player who hit like Babe Ruth, fielded like 
Jackie Robinson and did everything with raw animal 
power that, properly controlled, would make a great star 
of him. But I saw something else in him. I saw a tremen- 
dous physique going to waste. Ball players have to be 
good athletes, sure, but sometimes you find one who 
could do something else even better, if he only tried. 

“Anyway, after the game—which the big Negro won 
with a spectacular slide into third, I cornered him in the 


dressing room. 'Ever think about being a wrestler? I 
asked. He said no—and he didn't intend to think about 
it, either. ‘Jackie Robinson went up to the Big Time not 
long ago,’ he told me, '—and I intend to be next.’ 

“He could have, no doubt about it. But I was stub- 
born. 1 told him who I was and that I was wrestling that 
night. Would he like to come out and see the matches? 
He said okay, but without much interest. After the match 
I asked him if he was impressed. He shrugged. But I 
thought I saw a gleam in his eye." 

At this point, Savoldi shook his head. T could have let 
him slip through my fingers right there—but no, I know 
talent when I see it—and besides, there's as much of a 
challenge in finding a new star as there is in being one!" 

Savoldi was right—he found a new star. The next 
time he wrestled he talked the big Negro into going into 
a preliminary on the same card. This was after Savoldi 
had coached him in the gym for a few days. "He had as 
much excitement and electricity about him as a wrestler 
as he did as a baseball player," recalled Savoldi. “АП he 
needed was experience—and desire!” 

It took a couple of bouts for the big fellow—he 
weighed almost 250, stood about six feet four—to gen- 
erate the desire. “For awhile," admits Savoldi, “he 
wanted to go back to playing ball. And I could under- 
stand it." 

The big man was lucky to get a draw in his first bout. 
When he got up next day he could barely move. He 
called Savoldi and said, ‘I quit! One good thing about a 
baseball—it doesn't fight back!" 

He didn't quit, of course. He went back and wrestled 
again—with Savoldi taking him all the way to the ring. 
It was easier this time, and it was even easier the third 
time. 

But, *It was never a snap," says Bobo Brazil. "It was 
always tough, even against second raters. Hell, a man 
who's tough enough to wrestle for a living is no cinch 
for anybody to beat! You got to work to win—and 
you're bound to get hurt somewhere along the line. You 
just have to forget about the pain, the mat burns, the 
skin diseases, the stinging eyes, the knives fans shove 
into you and just go on wrestling! After a few years of it 
you're a wrestler. That's when you start enjoying it. 

Bobo is speaking strictly for himself. It takes a devil- 
may-care kind of attitude to enjoy wrestling—the way 
Willie Mays enjoys baseball. The other stars who are in 
Brazil’s income bracket enjoy the rewards wrestling 
brings—the Cadillacs, the big houses with swimming 
pools, the freedom from economic worry, the adulation 
of the crowds—and maybe the extra benefits of female 
company. 

We talked to Bobo in Chicago, not far from the Min- 
neapolis ball field where he got his start. He had come a 
long way from Minneapolis. “Sure, I enjoy the attention 
I get from the girls," he confessed. Brazil is a very hand- 
some man, with a smile full of spring sunshine, so it's 
likely that, in any field, he would get plenty of attention. 

“They can get to be a drag sometimes, though—the 
female fans, 1 mean. One time 1 happened to be wres- 
tling in Madison Square Garden. After the bout I went 
uptown. Well. I got out of the car and walked across 
115th Street. | was mobbed. Somehow word got around. 
There weren't too many men in the crowd—mostly girls. 
They shoved me and tore at my clothes; 1 thought Га 


have to call a cop. Either that, or I'd be arrested for in- 
decent exposure, the way they were undressing me— 
tearing my clothes off! 1 finally got back to the car and 
escaped, but I left my tie, my watch, my jacket—in three 
pieces—and a shoe in Harlem. It was enjoyable, sort of, 
after Га thought it over, but I wouldn't want to go 
through that again." 

Brazil was asked for the truth about his name and 
origin. There are more rumors about those subjects than 
about Russian satellites. "What's your real name?" 

The big features relaxed in a friendly smile. *Bobo 
Brazil," he said innocently. “I've become rich and fa- 
mous being Bobo Brazil—that's all that matters." 

"Where'd you come from? Most people think Brazil, 
in South America." 

"Nope, Cuba. Frankly, a smart promoter gave me the 
name Bobo Brazil. I've never regretted it. 1 almost for- 
get my real name." 

As a personality, Brazil is one of the world's stand- 
outs. As a wrestler? Likewise. He knows the game from 
the bottom up, although he usually winds up on top. He 
has won 95 per cent of his matches, usually against top 
stars. Killer Kowalksi, he says, has been his toughest 
opponent over the years. However, he remembers his 
tussle with Lou Thesz, the great ex-world champion, as 
the high point of his career. 

“I lost, but what an experience—wrestling the great 
Thesz.” As you see, Bobo the man is refreshingly modest. 


But that was some time ago. He's a better wrestler 
now—which brought up the inevitable question. “How 
close you think you are to the championship?" 

He pondered the question, obviously not wanting to 
sound conceited. “Close, I think. If Га been as good 
when I wrestled Thesz as I am now, I think Га have 
beaten him. But who knows? How can I say Га definitely 
beat Buddy Rogers if we wrestled tomorrow? Or Pat 
O'Connor, or Carpentier? You get into a class, and you 
get beat and you win and you hope you win more often 
than you lose. That's about it. On a good night you might 
win the title. On a bad night, you might lose to a guy 
you'd beaten fifty times before. It's only when you have 
super-stars like the old timers, Gotch and Stecher and 
Londos, that you go on being champion." 

Again Bobo paused. He all but retracted the state- 
ment. "Or maybe they weren't such superstars, at that. 
Maybe we're just as good today—only the competition 
is so great now—that no one man can reign supreme for 
very long. Maybe—” he laughed, "— maybe we're all 
superstars! My gosh—perfection can't beat perfection, 
can it?" 

It was a pretty speech, and it shows that Bobo Brazil 
has a real brain inside that handsome head. He's a 
heroic figure to millions. And there's always been a rea- 
son. Now, as we see, there are lots of reasons. 

As Joe Savoldi once put it, “Bobo Brazil is all man— 
and a yard wide!" e 
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PHOTOGRAPHED BY BOB LUCE 


A FORECAST 
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It was a torrid match in Milwaukee in 1959. 


But it was also a tip-off of what lay ahead | 


N 1954, one of the world's great- 

est woman athletes defeated Mil- 
dred Burke to become queen of the 
lady wrestlers. In the seven years 
since that fiery bout in Atlanta, 
Champion June Byers has success- 
fully defended her title against all 
comers. For a while she seemed in- 
vincible. 


Then, in 1958, she met up with a 
big blonde beautiful bombshell who 
gave her the toughest tussle of her 
career, even though she eventually 
won. Observers, shocked, immedi- 
ately formed two camps: those who 
were convinced that Byers had merely 
suffered an off night—and those who 
sensed that her days as Champion 
were numbered. 


The latter group was right, but it 
took three more years to prove it. 
Then, on a recent night in Indianapo- 
lis, the inevitable happened. The 
large, leggy, luscious blonde who, in 
four years had battered her way to 
the top of the ratings and to a peak 
popularity, proved she is the world's 
best lady wrestler—and Penny Ban- 
ner became the new champion. It was 
a great match, and the new queen 
won her crown the hard way. 


(text continued on next page) 


Referee talks reluctant Penny Banner, 
left, into shaking hands with champion 
June Byers before start of Milwaukee 
bout two years ago. 


The younger Banner showed amazing 
agility from the very start of the match. 
Here she easily spins out of hammerlock 
Byers tried to hold her in shortly 

after the bout began. 
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Byers, who can be awfully mean when 
aroused, locked Banner in corner and 
began pulling her hair after Penny had 
committed a series of fouls. 


However, the curvacious shape of 
things to come was shown in the sec- 
ond historic match between the 
queen and the queen-to-be. For, back 
in 1959, in Milwaukee, one of the 
most exciting female wrestling 
matches of the decade—including 
male title bouts—took place, when 
young Penny Banner held June Byers 
to a draw. This match, many agree, 
was the best of the thrilling series be- 
tween these two fine athletes. 


Here, in pictures, we present the 
highlights of that explosive match 
which took place three years ago in 
Milwaukee. It was a forecast of the 
one that took place a few weeks ago 
in Indiana — when Penny Ban- 
ner proved her right to the title, 
Queen of the Lady Wrestlers. e 


Far left —Penny forces 
the champion to her knees 
with double fingerlock, 
Time and again the referee 
asked June if she 
wanted to quit. Each 
time she growled "Мо!" 
Left—As soon as she 
broke out of Penny's 
painful hold, Byers 

gave Banner a taste of 
her own medicine. 


Top of page—Byers tries for a fall with her special variation 
of The Boston Crab hold. Notice how June presses her 
head into Penny's back for added leverage. 


Above— Banner is jolted by Byers’ whipping left smash to 
the face as bout reaches the twenty minute mark, The champ 
slowed down as the pace began to tell on her. 


Byers is caught in hammerlock, the hold Banner used most 
effectively throughout match. June was plainly bothered by 
Penny's relentless attacks which never allowed her to rest. 


(see next page) 
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YOUR WAY TO NEW HEALTH 


... with the revolutionary 


EALTH HORSESHO 


Here are some FACTS about achieving better health. % = р 
@ You don't need expensive equipment ог heavy weights. 7 
© You need not join a health club or 0 от. x 
@ You con increose your musculor power and feel like a new person by exer- w 2 
cising your body right in the privacy of your own home—inexpensively and У ut. 
FAST. š 
SA 


HOW TO DO IT 


With this completely new conception in Physical Culture equipment— 
THE HEALTH HORSESHOE. Here is Power in a Capsule, an invention 
that, pound for pound, dollar for dollar, is the finest body devel- Р 
oper ever devised. Use it according to instructions, faithfully, 

a few minutes EVERY day, and prove to yourself how much 

better you can feel. 


I The new HEALTH HORSESHOE is so compact you can " у 
| carry it with you anywhere . . in a briefcase to work so 
that you can exercise during DARE. . So rugged it 
will last a lifetime . . . So inexpensive anyone can own it. 


Exercise the neglected “pulling muscles” of your back and arms and give yourself 
a trim, vital upper body together with new HEALTH to glory in. 


ORDER NOW 
ONLY $8.50 Better Health Institute, Dept. Bl-4 


31 Union Square, West—Room 501 
New York 3, New York 


—— YU 


h me your new HEALTH HORSESHOE. | enclose $8.50 plus 50 cents 


1 

1 

I Please rus! 

' shipping charges. A total of $9.00. 

1 

| Мате 

1 Address š 


Zone Stote 


City. 
All orders filled within 3 days after receipt. 


Satisfaction guaranteed. Sorry, NO CQD's accepted. 
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Members of the powerful National Wres- 
ling Alliance meet in secret session at 
Toronto's King Edward Sheraton Hotel in 
hopes of solving wrestling's major prob- 
lems. Seated third from left on left hand 
side of table is wrestler Eddie Graham 
who flew all the way from Tampa, 
Florida, to formally challenge champion 
Buddy Rogers. Graham was told his re- 
quest would be considered. 


At a recent secret meeting in Toronto, The National Wrestling 


Alliance, wrestling's 
: о 2 N THE FIRST ISSUE OF WRESTLING REVUE | 
most powerful о ganization, (Fall/1959) there appeared one of the most con- | 
reed that... troversial sports stories in recent years. Titled, Wres- 
ag cE tling Must Have a Genuine Champion, it aroused a 
storm of argument, both pro and con, among fans, 


- promoters and the wrestlers themselves. The debate | 
still rages. Among the 1500 to 2000 letters which | 
pour into our editorial offices each week many re- | 
vive the tender issue of wrestlings world champion- | 
ship. | 

WILL hs AVE The most recent explosion was touched off by a | 
pair of important matches held 2000 miles apart, | 
and both billed for the “Heavyweight Championship | 
of the World." In a Los Angeles bout Fred Blassie | 
defeated Edouard Carpentier, while in Chicago | 


Buddy Rogers dethroned NWA Champion Pat 


O'Connor. | 
But there are others beside Blassie and Rogers . | 
who claim the world title. Brilliant Verne Gagne is | 


one, Bill Miller another. And about a half dozen 
other top stars have specific groups who recognize 


ВУ STANLEY WESTON them as The Champion, | 
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Because of this confusion and conflict - 
TLING REVUE believes that now, more meee 
before, a clarification of this vital issue is of the ut- 
most importance. Therefore we are publishing here- 
with epee P 9 the effect that, "Wrestling Must 
Have a Genuine Champion”—and a ise: 

a уы р. d a promise: THAT 

Who is the Heavyweight Wrestling Champion of 
the World? 

Ask that question of ten different people in ten 
different parts of the country and you'll very likely 
get ten different answers. There should, of course, be 
only one answer. This article will attempt to tell why 
there isn't —and -why there soon will be. 

In the first place, wrestling has been ridiculed long 
enough by the press—and by fans of other sports. In 
recent years sports writers have been referring to 
wrestling's top stars—who are among the world's 
finest athletes—as "acrobats" whose sole purpose it 
is to tug at the emotions of the spectators. Some of 
these articles have been scathing in their import and 
impact—and many would-be fans are turned away 
from wrestling because of the unfair insults and de- 
rogation they read. 

As it happens, wrestling is perhaps the oldest, of 
all sports and had been, until the 1930's, also one of 
the most respected. Admittedly, because of certain 
practices begun a generation ago, the sport declined 
both in prestige and popularity. However, with the 


end of the War, and with the simultaneous advent of 
television, wrestling found itself riding a wave of 
sudden popularity. 

When the public realized that here indeed was the 
most exciting of all spectator sports, they rushed to 
its defense. As a result, dozens of new stars came 
into being, and many of the old gladiators of the 
1930's were back stronger than ever. All in all, the 
revival was startling 

As of this writing, wrestling is the sport witnessed 
by more people, in any given week, than any other. 
There are only 18 major league baseball clubs in 
action at any one time, with only nine audiences for 
each game. Wrestling, however, is a daily event in 
practically every part of the country, with dozens of 
TV stations piping each match out to a vast multi- 
tude of viewers. 

This enormous popularity persists in spite of al- 
most no newspaper coverage and with only two na- 
tional magazine outlets—WRESTLING REVUE 
and BOXING ILLUSTRATED—Wrestling News. 
This is an all-powerful testimony to wrestling’s grip 
on the public’s imagination and affection. 

These loyal fans need and deserve to have a genu- 
ine world champion to head their sport. And they 
will! 

For at this moment the wheels are moving, the 
cogs are meshing and the machinery is in motion to 
insure that from now on—as soon as the plans be- 


| left, who was elected 
new president of the 


Muchnick of St. Louis, 
the organization's 
Executive Secretary 
and Treasurer. 


Chicago's Fred Kohler, 


| NWA, huddles with Sam 
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Buddy Rogers, above foreground, 
lights a fresh cigar while AI 
Haft, center, veteran Ohio pro- 
moter and multi-millionaire, 
talks with the famed Joe “Toots” 
Mondt, the man responsible for 
wrestling's amazing resurgence 
in Pittsburgh. Rogers, because 
he is the champion, was invited 
to attend the convention. Another 
invited guest was WRESTLING 
REVUE publisher Stanley Weston, 
the only newsman ever allowed to 
sit in at a convention meeting and 
to photograph the proceedings. 


come law—you will have your Genuine Champion. 

As this is being written, the all powerful National 
Wrestling Alliance (NWA) is meeting in Toronto to 
iron out the problems which have been harassing 
the sport. Composed of the world's leading wrestling 
promoters, the NWA realizes that the sport's very 
survival depends on elevating it in the public eye, 
and that a big step in that direction would be to 
have a Genuine Champion. In closed sessions, which 


lasted an exhausting 47 hours 13 minutes, over а. 


period of three days, the NWA members first de- 
bated then began laying the groundwork of The New 


Master Plan. 

Since the NWA recognizes Buddy Rogers as the 
official champion of the world, their problem was to 
prevent other wrestlers from calling themselves cham- 
pion in certain areas. Said the organization's first 
president and present Executive Secretary, Sam 
Muchnick, of St. Louis: “Rogers is the real cham- 
pion. There can't be any doubt about that. He won 
the title fairly and squarely from Pat O’Connor in 
Chicago last June. All the others who claim the title 
have only token recognition within their own terri- 
tories. However, in my opinion, the way to clear this 


` 


Left—Houston's highly respected 
promoter, Morris Siegal, right, 
tells Washington, D. C. and New 
York star-maker Vince McMahon 
that only full cooperation on 

the part of all promoters in 
regard to the matter of one 
world champion will give wres- 
tling the respect it must have. 


Right—Vince McMahon and Leroy 
McGuirk, right, discuss a few 
matters privately in a corner of 
conference room. McGuirk, who is 
totally blind, promotes around 
Tulsa, Okla. A former junior 
heavyweight champion of 

the world, he told the conven- 
tion that Dan Hodge, his brilliant 
discovery, is one of the best 
wrestlers in the world today. 


Left—Al Haft votes "No" with 
authority to a question put before 
the members. He called for open- 
ing more small towns throughout 
the country to wrestling. 


whole thing up once and for all would be for Rogers 
to meet these so-called sectional champions to prove 
his superiority, which I have no doubt he will do." 

The outcome will be a tourney among the various 
champions—each of them meeting Buddy Rogers 
until they have been vanquished—or until one of 
them beats him and inherits his mantle. Rogers, con- 
fident of his supremacy, has agreed to meet every 
challenger, in "neutral" territory to avoid accusations 
of favoritism, for a final showdown. 

This is the only sensible way to settle the issue 
once and for all. And this is what is being decided— 


and will be decided by the time you read this. 

WRESTLING REVUE, believing that such a plan 
is the only way to determine a genuine champion, 
will give it its full support. We will serve as the 
voice of the NWA and will keep wrestling fans the 
world over informed of developments—and serve, as 
we have since the magazine's inception, as the voice 
of the fans. 

We think this article—reflecting the happenings in 
Toronto—forecasts the most exciting new develop- 
ment in wrestling in thirty years. We are enthusiastic 
about it. We hope you are, too. e 
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BY GEORGE SALVADOR 


66073 0Е55 WHAT—" a young 

wrestler exclaimed in the 
dressing room at the Freeport, Long 
Island, arena not long ago, “—Mike 
Mazurki is back!” 

An equally young wrestler, who 
had done his teething on old Mike 
Mazurki movies of World War II 
vintage, lit up like the small boy he 
was. “Gee, I thought Iron Mike was 
through wrestling.” 

Nearby, a grizzled old wrestler, 


Big Mike, in his role as a top referee, 
stands up to arch villain Gene. Kiniski. 
Few are brave enough to dispute Mike. 


who had been tossed by Mike Ma- 
zurki 20 years earlier, smiled toler- 
antly. “You're both wrong. Mike 
isn’t back—he never left. And he'll 
never be through with wrestling; it's 
in his blood. He's like Stanislaus 
Zbyszko, the old champion who made 
a comeback at the age of 75 and 
wrestled Mazurki in a movie about 
ten ycars ago. And Jim Londos, the 
cx-champ who tossed Primo Carnera 
in Australia in 1959. Guys like that, 
the rcal greats, they never quit!" 

At that moment a hush fell over 
the room. The young wrestlers and 
the old ones looked up with respect 
as Mike Mazurki entered. He was the 
same figure that they all remembered 
—cither as one of Hollywood's bet- 


ter-known villains, or one of wres- 
tling’s better-known heroes. Six-five 
at 240—his weight for the last twenty 
years—he was still an impressive fig- 
ure. A little gray around the temples, 
and with the tough, lined face look- 
ing a little tougher, a little more lined, 
he hadn't changed much with the 
years. 

He was still the same nice guy 
who, in the ring or out, had always 
been a fine competitor and a credit 
to his profession. A reporter, cover- 
ing the Freeport bouts that night, 
knew Mike would be there. Like the 
young wrestlers, he had seen Ma- 
zurki in such movies as "Murder, 
My Swect." with Dick Powell, and 
“Thank Your Lucky Stars," with Ed- 


die Cantor, when a younger Mike 
had stolen scene after scene. And, 
like the old wrestler, the reporter had 
seen Mazurki the wrestler- put out 
with the best of them during the 
1940's. Jaded and unawed by the 
greats with whom he spoke day after 
day, the reporter found himself feel- 
ing a deep respect for this big man 
with the big talent. The feeling grew 
with cach question. 

"Sure," said Mike, "I've been 
wrestling from time to time through- 
out my acting carcer. I did a lot of 
refereeing in recent years, thinking 
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it, Mike, but if you do, I can hon- 
estly say it'll be a pleasure. But 
watch out—I've worked up a sure 
defense for that damned figure four 
Scissors of yours." 

Mike grinned. “If it works, you'll 
be the first to get out of it. That scis- 
sors hold has won me 80 per cent of 
my 3,000 bouts." 

They talked for awhile, the two 
veterans, and it was a pleasure listen- 
ing to them. It also saved the reporter 
a lot of questioning as they talked 
over old times. Mike had started off 
his athletic career as a football player 


e Mazurki was 


g them over twenty. years ago. 


| doing it, with just as much ` 


relish and just as easily. 


о 


that might be enough to satisfy me. 
But— well. Га be in there, trying to 
keep two guys from disembowelling 
cach other, and I found myself wish- 
ing I was one of them! It never failed. 


Now I'm taking a vacation from the: 


movies in order to go on this tour. 
Its to be all wrestling—and maybe 
I'll get it out of my system for good 
this time.” 

The old wrestler laughed out loud. 
and Mike gave him an understand- 
ing wink. “I beat you twenty years 
ago,” said Mike fondly. “and ГИ do 
it again tonight.” 

The old wrestler nodded. “I doubt 


In his long career, Mazurki has met the 
best. Here he makes ex-champ Bobby 
Bruns quit in 1944 match in Chicago. 


for Manhattan College. He was a 
wrestler before he became a movie 
actor, but once the Hollywood bug 
bit him he never left the Coast ex- 
cept for occasional mat tours. The 
Hollywood part began when Mae 
West, spotted Mike on the wrestling 
mat. Needing—or wanting—a body- 
guard at the time, she hired him on 
the spot. One door after another was 
opened for the huge, easy-going wres- 
tler, until he got his big break with 
Dick Powell. As “Moose Malloy,” 
he became something close to a star, 
and went on to build up an enduring 
reputation in filmland. 

“It’s been a good life,” Mike remi- 
nisced while waiting for his bout to 
begin. “I wouldn't change any of it. 
Movies, football, travel, wrestling. 
It's been a full life.” 

He looked over to the old wrestler, 
who nodded a little sadly, and 
slapped him on the knee. “—And 
it’s only half over, right?” 

The old wrestler smiled. “Right!” 
he exclaimed. 

Then a voice called out that it was 
time to go on. They trotted up the 
aisle toward the ring. Mike won 
with a figure four scissors hold, just 
as he had done so long ago. ө 
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BUILD THE IDEAL BODY IN THE 
PRIVACY OF YOUR OWN HOME... 


THE BARBELL EQUIPMENT 
Offered By 


BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE 
was perfected after years of pain- 
staking research and is considered 
by many to be the finest available 
anywhere. Remember, BETTER 
HEALTH INSTITUTE is your guaran- 
tee of the best. 


DO YOU HAVE THE PHYSIQUE SHE 
CAN'T RESIST? IF NOT, CONSIDER 
THIS: The quickest and surest way 
to build a magnificent, healthy, 
eye-catching body is with a con- 
trolled method of weight training. 


Now you can use the same exclusive 
BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE system 
and equipment many world famous : 
athletes have been using for years 
to develop their superb bodies. The 
results will amaze you. Not only 
will your whole general appear- 
ance improve beyond your fondest 
dreams, but you'll feel like a new 
man, with boundless energy at your 
command and a new zest for living. 


WEIGHT TRAINING IS NOT RESTRICTED TO ANY AGE GROUP, NOR IS IT 
EFFECTIVE FOR ONLY THOSE WHO WANT TO BUILD HERCULEAN BODIES. 


FREE WITH EVERY SET: Our 
famous, easy to follow WALL 
CHART that shows you how 
to get the most out of your 
equipment...plus a specially- 
prepared TRAINING MANUAL 


—A $5.00 Value FREE! 


The middle-aged man, for example will discover that training with 
weights quickly turns ugly, useless fatty tissue into effective muscle. The 
well-conditioned man feels years younger and does his job more effi- 
ciently than the man who allows his body to remain dormant. The young 
teenager will find weight training invaluable for building the solid 
foundation that will determine his appearance and possibly even his 
success in later life. Yes, for men from eight to eighty, nothing does it 
like proper training with weights. 


| 


ORDER THE SET THAT BEST 
FITS YOUR NEEDS, START 
TRAINING AND THRILL TO 
THE AMAZING RESULTS. 


BASIC SET 26 PIECES $16.95 


1. Two 14-inch solid steel bars. 
2. Two revolving dumbbell sleeves. 
3. Four small collars. 4. Four 21⁄2- 
pound plates. 5. Eight 1/4-pound 
plates. 6. Two kettlebell handles. 
7. One multi-purpose headstrap. 
8. One collar wrench. 9. One Wall 
Chart. 10. One Silver Jubilee 
Training Manual. : 


SEMI- PROFESSIONAL SET 
32 PIECES $23.95 


1. One 4-foot solid steel bar. 
2. Eight small collars. 3. Eight 21⁄2- 
pound plates. 4. Eight 144-pound 
plates. 5. Two 12-inch solid steel 
dumbbell bars. 6. Two revolving 
dumbbell. sleeves. ,7. One collar 
wrench. 8. One headstrap. 9. One 
Wall Chart. 10. One Silver Jubilee 
Training Manual. 


COMPLETE PROFESSIONAL SET 
43 PIECES $39.95 


1. One 5-foot solid steel bar. 
2. One knurled revolving sleeve. 
3. Ten small collars. 4. Two long 
collars. 5. Two 10-pound plates. 
6. Two 5-pound plates. 7. Four 
21⁄2-pound plates. 8. Eight 11⁄4- 
pound plates. 9. Two 14-inch 
dumbbell bars. 10. Two revolving 
dumbbell sleeves. 11. Two kettle- 
bell handles. 12. One multi-pur- 
pose headstrap. 13. One wrist 
roller. 14. One collar wrench. 
15. One pair iron health boots. 
16. One Wall Chart. 17. One Silver 
Jubilee Training Manual. 


Our Reputation is based on Top 
Quality and Prompt Delivery 
пи ип ши ин ши иш пи ыз ша шы ип ин шш ип ып аш ишин шн 


BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE 31 Union Square West — Room 501 
New York 3, New York 

Please send me the BARBELL SET checked below. | enclose payment 

in full. 

[1 BASIC SET |. ener $16.95 

3 SEMI-PROFESSIONAL SET ........ 100001923195 

Г) COMPLETE PROFESSIONAL SET sse sees s $39,95 
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МАМЕ ane 


STREET. ET 
ZONE STATE. = = 


CITY. 


1 diate delivery make payment with money order. No C.O.D. orders 
Ad "ALL PRICES F.O.B. PENNSYLVANIA FOUNDRY. 
Offer good in United States ONLY. 
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If speed, skill and unyielding determination count for anything, 


young Doug can't miss becoming champion 


DOUG KINSLOW 


itle Man-Big Drive 


BY JOSEPH T. FRISCIA 


HE SLEEK BLACK LIMOUSINE, surrounded by 

a cordon of motorcycle cops, must've been doing 
ninety as it plowed into Harrodsburg, Kentucky, that hot 
summer of '52. 

Dust clouds, thrown up by the car's giant tires, had 
barely settled when the area became a sea of men in 
overalls and sweat-stained shirts and women in calico 
and braided hair. 

There was an apprehensive silence. A handle clicked 
and the limousine door swung open. A large man with a 
smile to match the broad width of his shoulders emerged, 
arms raised, and shouted: "Hallelujah!" The cheering 
and applause lasted a full five minutes—for the man was 
none other than “Happy” Chandler, the perennial gov- 
ernor of Kentucky, come to do some "speechafyin'." 

At the head of the crowd stood a husky seventeen- 
year-old farmboy named Doug Kinslow. Thirty fcet 
away, at the entrance to Wood's Pharmacy, stood a nerv- 
ous figure in a crumpled blue serge suit—with an ugly 
bulge under his left arm-pit. 

Chandler mounted a platform and began to speak. The 
man in the blue serge suit moved a few paces forward 
and unbuttoned his jacket. 

Doug Kinslow had hunted game in the blue grass hills 
since he was old enough to pull a trigger—he could 
pickup the scent of a stalk with a clothespin on his nose 
—he kept both eyes on the figure in front of Wood's 
Pharmacy. 

Chandler cracked one of his cornpone jokes and even 
the motorcycle cops laughed—but the man in blue serge 
didn't laugh—he reached under his left armpit, whipped 
out a .45 automatic, and leveled it at the Governor. 

Kinslow lunged at the would-be-assassin. The action 
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was instantaneous—faster than the leap of a panther 
which crouches, measures distance, and studies its vic- 
time before springing. 

The man in blue serge pivoted and fired three blasts at 
the onrushing farmboy—one of the slugs laid open 
Doug's scalp in a cruel slice. 

Ribbons of blood impairing his vision a desperate fly- 
ing tackle by Kinslow slammed the gunman to the 
ground. 

His beefy fist smashed into the gunman's arm—bones 
snapped—the automatic fell from a crippled hand. Rais- 
ing the killer to his feet Doug unleashed a roundhouse 
right the force of which dumped the man in blue serge 
through the Pharmacy's plate glass window—he landed 
unconscious in a welter of blood, aspirin, and cod liver 
oil. 

"They offered me a reward," says Doug, "but re- 
fused. 1 don't think a man should be rewarded for some- 
thing his conscience and honor tells him to do." 

That attitude is Doug Kinslow's main characteristic— 
a deep rooted sense of honor and fair play, which he 
learned early in life. Born to simple hard working farm 
people he was preceded by eight other Kinslows—six 
brothers and two sisters. 

“By the time I was ten," relates Doug, “the calluses 
on my hands were thick as shoe leather—that was part 
of my education. The other part was the Farmer's Al- 
manac and the Bible. The first tells a man what to do 
with his crops—the second tells a man what to do with 
his life. And as 1 see it there's no sense living unless you 
can better yourself." 

And a man betters himself the best way he knows 
how. Doug's future lay in his fists—after a stint in the 


navy he became an amateur prize-fighter. 
“I moved to Louisville and broke into the Golden 


Gloves,” states Doug, “I had 38 fights and won 36 of 
them—29 by knockouts. The sportswriters said I was 


pretty good.” у 
In 1955 he won the Kentucky and Mid-West Amateur 


Championship. E, . 

But boxing for gold watches and citations doesn't 
bring in the bread. So he took a job as bouncer for Louis- 
ville's Colonial Inn—and did more bouncing than a rub- 
ber ball: the Colonial Inn draws a young crowd; when 
you're called on to eject a customer you come to grips 
with a liquored-up young buck in the prime of his 


strength. 

Doug came to grips with—and dumped—hundreds of 
young bucks. And not one of them ever managed to lay 
a fist on the boxing-bouncer. The reason? Speed. At 5’ 
10”, 200 Ibs. Kinslow cannot depend on brute strength. 
He moves with the precision of a Swiss watch—hard 
muscles in place of springs. 

And that precision was duly noted by wrestlers Stu 
Gibson and Wee Willie Davis as they sat hunched over 
Colonial Inn martinis one night in 1959. 

“Гуе been watching that kid floor those oversized 
bozos for a week," said Davis, "I think he'd make one 
helluva wrestler—I’m gonna see if I can interest him in 
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a real career.” 

Doug was interested alright. Wrestlers are their own 
trainers and managers—there’s no splitting of the profits. 
And wrestling is roughhouse, knockdown, and to a finish 
—that really appealed to Doug’s oversized scrapper in- 
stinct. 

Bucky Moore, Louisville Chief of Police and an avid 
wrestling fan, opened the doors of the police gymnasium 
to Doug and tutors Davis and Gibson. 

“There wasn’t much we could teach him,” relates 
Gibson, “his inborn speed, timing and courage made 
themselves felt in his every move—we taught him tech- 
nique—he supplied the spirit.” 

After six months of training, Doug began a whirlwind 
tour of the South—attaining a record of 41 straight vic- 
tories. 

A sensational defeat of Eddie Graham in Tupelo, Mis- 
sissippi, brought Doug national recognition—and a plane 
ticket to New York—the Mecca of the Mat World. 

His Big City debut on Aug. 1, 1961 ended in defeat at 
the hands of Buddy Rogers—it was a close match. Says 
Doug: "Buddy is a great wrestler; but his tactics stink. 
I'm going to get a little more experience under my belt— 
then I'm going to whip his groin-kicking hide redder than 
a polished apple—and ГЇЇ do it fair and square!” 

His plans for the future? "I want a wife and kids," re- 
lates Doug, "and a big spread of Kentucky farmland 
after I become champ." 

And if a man's determination and spirit are any indi- 
cation of his future the real estate boys in Kentucky 
better not lose any time in drawing up a deed under the 
name of Doug Kinslow for a big spread of Kentucky 
farmland. e 


Smart Wrestling Fans 
Keep Posted Every Month 
By Reading 


BOXING ILLUSTRATED— 
WRESTLING NEWS 


THE MONTHLY MAGAZINE 


A BIG, COMPLETELY NEW 
WRESTLING SECTION 


IN EVERY ISSUE 
Ask Your Newsdealer 
For A Copy Today! 
ONLY 35¢ 
aeee о CD ae 


REFEREES 


(continued from page 11) 


One of the leading referees in the 
Northeast—a former champion wres- 
tler himself—presents the case for 
his profession: “You want the truth 
about this job? ГИ tell you! We get 
fifty bucks for a night’s work—and I 
do mean work. Since most of us love 
wrestling and want to stick with it 
any way we can, we run the risks 
knowingly. That doesn’t make it any 
easier. The fans must think we have 
eyes in the backs of our heads. How 
the devil can we see the back of a 
guy and the front at the same time? 
You tell me! 

“The worst bouts to call are the 
tag team matches. We really have our 
hands full there. I think it’s a dis- 
grace, the things they expect from a 
single referee. There should be two 
officials for every tag team match— 
and for single matches, too, in my 
opinion. 
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"Besides this, we referees should 
have better backing from the authori- 
ties. And better protection! How 
much power do we have? We have 
the power to stop a bout, delay it, 
and disqualify a man, and in addi- 
tion we can fine him and recom- 
mend his suspension. But too often 
we're not backed up in these deci- 
sions. This takes away the dignity of 
our position and our rightful power. 
I don't suppose we can do much 
about the fans’ anger or revenge— 
but we should have some Central 
Authority, something official to make 
and uphold the rules and the deci- 
sions! And the sooner the better!” 

There speaks one of wrestling’s 
best referees—and a fine ex-cham- 
pion. WRESTLING REVUE is with 
him all the way. З 

Our recommendations are these: 

1. There should be two referees 
for every wrestling match. The one 
inside the ring, would be the boss 
who would make the final decisions; 
a second referee, equally qualified, 
would be stationed on the- apron. 


They would change positions for 
every bout. 

2. Any wrestler who strikes a ref- 
eree should be automatically sus- 
pended—and, at the discretion of the 
referee, fined. 

3. Any referee, on the other hand, 
who strikes a wrestler (it happens 
too often) would also be suspended 
and/or fined. 

4. The public should be educated 
to the fact that the referee's decision 
is as binding as that of a baseball 
umpire, or a basketball referee. 

.5. And finally, to uphold these 
rules a central committee composed 
of five outstanding citizens should be 
elected by the nation's wrestling pro- 
moters, and paid from a central fund 
for their services. A committee mem- 
ber's term of office should be three 
years. All controversial cases and 
complaints should be brought before 
the committee for decision, and their 
ruling should be absolute. 

We hope the fans will agree with 
our suggestions. We know that the 
referees and wrestlers already do. e 
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GLOBAL WRISTWATCH 


Al! eyes are drawn to the manly wrist that wears 
this handsome watch. Swiss-made masterpiece 
tells the time anyplace in the world! Features 
shock-protected movement, antimagnetic hair- 
spring sweep second hand, unbreakable main- 
spring, golden anodized case, luminous dial, 
genuine leather strap—and comes in ә smartly- 
Styled presentation case. $14 95 
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MUSICAL LIGHTER 


MUSICAL LIGHTER—Light a cigarette carelessly 
—and smoke gets in your oyes, But do the 
same with this chime lighter, and smoke gets 
in your ear—when you hear the lovely strains 
of the old melody. This gold plated item, at- 
tractive for both purse and pocket, practical yet 
decorative, costs only $ 4.95 


ICE NUDES 


Ice tray with 8 molds shaped like gorgeous un- 
clad dolls. Fill with water, freeze, pop out of 
mold . . . and build your drinks around solid 
loveliness. Make your parties the ones that are 
talked about. The only way to use ice as a 
warmer-upper. If you entertain, you should have 
plenty of these ice Nudes. tray of 8 nudes. 


$ 1.95 


ROULETTE CUFF LINKS 


Here's the ideal way to determine who picks up 
the tab at your favorite steak house. Spin the 
wheel on these working gold-plated roulette cuff 
links and the loser pays. Of course, if your 
partner is of the softer sex, the stakes can be 
as high, or low, as your intentions. 

$ 6.95 


CREDIT CARD CASE 


Fully lined case is made of the finest imported 
virgin-grained morocco vinyl. Transparent pock- 
ets hold sixteen credit cards or pictures; there 
are also accessory pockets and a perforated 
pad. Size is 4 x 5 1-2 inches. Please specify 
"black" or “brown” when ordering. 


$ 1.95 


INSTANT FLAT FILLER 
INSTANT FLAT FILLER—Save your lady's preci- 
ous hands—and your own—from the curse of 
greaso and road mire. Instant flat inflator re- 
places air in tire and seals puncture at same 
time. No messy jacks and ‘dirty changing. Refills 
immediately available from manufacturer 


$ 5.95 
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Please send me the item or items checked:‏ 


CHAMPION. SALES 
Р.0. BOX 2324 A 
GRAND CENTRAL STATION 
NEW YORK 17, М.Ү. 


[С] INSTANT FLAT FILLER $ 5.95 


GLOBAL WRISTWATCH $14.95 Your name 
E) ICE 5 $ 1.95 
= CREDIT CARD CASE $1.95 — Address 
E MUSICAL LIGHTER — $ 4.95 
Г ROULETTE CUFF LINKS $6.95 су 


Zone State. 


My payment is enclosed in full. 
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(NO COD ORDERS ACCEPTED). Offer good in U.S. ONLY. 
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Weighs only TWO pounds yet 
easily supports over 200 pounds. 


No Bolts or screws to fool with. 
All you do is 
SLIP IT BETWEEN ANY DOORWAY 
—AND TWIST IT TIGHT— 
FOR BETTER HEALTH 


ADJUSTABLE to fit any doorway any- 
where, this remarkable device 15 sci- 
ence's contribution to a favorite old 
exercise. Physical culture experts 
agree that no single exercise sur- 
passes CHINNING as an all-around 
body builder. Now THE ENTIRE FAM- 
ILY can reap the benefits of this time- 
proven exercise right at home—on the 
SAME BAR-and enjoy themselves 
while doing it. Notice how you breathe 
more easily—how much stronger your 
arms will feel-how your whole body 
will take on new BOUNCE. 


The new T-E-L-E-S-C-O-P-E Chinning 
Bar is made of sparkling, durable 
chrome. It's safe, so easy to install. 


ONLY $7.95 So Order NOW! 


Better Health Institute, Dept. WN-9 

31 Union Square West—Room 501 

New York 3, New York 

Please rush me your new Т-Е-1-Е-5-С-О-Р-Е 
Chinning Bar. 1 enclose $7.95 plus 30 cents 
shipping charges. A total of $8.25. 
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Address .. .. OA uy 
City... ^. Zone. ... State. . Б 
All orders filled within 3 days after ‘receipt. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Sorry, NO COD 
orders accepted. 


ACK ISSUES OF 
WRESTLING REVUE 


Yow rbvatable! 


If you've missed past issues of WRESTLING REVUE 
here’s your chance to complete your set. To get the 
copies you need, fill out the order blank below and 
enclose fifty cents for each issue ordered. Copies will 
be sent postpaid by return mail. 


Supplies are limited, so order NOW! 
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Only these issues‏ و 
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are still available. 


All other issues are 
completely sold out. 


TONA TOMAH 


GIL TERRGR OF THE МАТ 
- THE TRUTH ABOUT. 


NEW MURDER TEAM - ч ونمل‎ Story ond 


S 


a 


300 POUNDS OF 
псниис FURY 


` Please send me the back issue(s) checked below. Find enclosed fifty 
cents for each issue. 


[1 WINTER/1961 O SPRING/1961 


|| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| Send to: WRESTLING REVUE, Back Issue Dept., 
| Box 384 

| Rockville Centre, |. l., New York 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Are You Missing 
Any Issues of 


BOXING ILLUSTRATED? 


If so, here is an opportunity to make 
your set complete. 
They're going fast. Order today! 


When you miss an issue of BOX- 
ING ILLUSTRATED yov're not only 
missing the world's finest boxing 
and wrestling magazine — yov're 
also missing out on history. Every 
issue is a fascinating series of 
chapters about the prize ring and 
the wrestling world. And remem- 
ber, as the years pass your issues 
of BOXING ILLUSTRATED increase 
in value. So if your set is incom- 
plete, here is an opportunity to do 
something about it. A limited 
amount of all issues are still avail- 
able, but they're going fast. On 
the order blank below check the 
issues you want, print your name 
and address clearly, enclose 50c 
for each issue checked and send 
to the address shown. No COD 
orders accepted. 


STRA - 
ILLI ON EVT. 


ONLY THE ISSUES LISTED BELOW ARE STILL AVAILABLE 
Dec/58 [|  Aug/59 [j · Арг/60 |] Ос!/60 
Feb/59 Mì Sept/59 Г] Мау/60 Гі Nov/60 
Mar/59 [] Oct/59 [J June/60 []  Dec/ó0 
Арг/59 [] Nov/59 []  July/60 D) Jan/61 


BE Ба а STE 


May/59 1 ; Aug/60 [7 Feb/61 
June/59 ' — Sepi/60 Г] Маг/61 
Back Issue Dept. Apr/61 
P. O. Box 384 May/61 
y/61 
Rockville Centre, L. 1., N. Y. TES 


Gentlemen: 
Please send me the back issues checked above. 
| enclose 50c for each issue. 
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Here's û once-in-a-lifetime 
. opportunity to 
get a magnificent set of 


32 WRESTLING PHOTOS 
г FOR ONLY 4.00 7 


* PRINTED ON HEAVY, SEPIA TONED 
CARDBOARD. 


ж POSTCARD SIZE 3%"х5%". 


* IDEAL FOR PASTING IN YOUR 
SCRAPBOOK. OR FRAMING. 


* PERFECT FOR AUTOGRAPHING. 

* A DIFFERENT WRESTLER ON 
EVERY CARD— 

* 32 CARDS TO THE COMPLETE SET. 


Here are but a few of the Great Wrestling 
Stars you will receive: 


Rocca, O'Connor, Rogers, Anaya, Orten, 
Atlas, Carnera, Darnell, Eric, Drake, Gagne, 
Goelz, Gorgeous George, Mackay, McClarity, 
Rasputin, Stanlee, Schmidt, Thesz, Torres, and 


many more. 


Sold аз а set ОМУ. No other cards available. 
Supply is limited — Order Now! 


T.V. SPORTS, INC. 
545 FIFTH AVE., ROOM 906 
NEW YORK 17, N. Y. 


Please send me the 32 postcard photos. | 
enclose $4.00 as payment in full. Send to: 


NAME. 


ADDRESS 


CITY — — — ZONE. STATE 
No C.O.D/'s please. 


WEBS veu E n د‎ 


B a. "E BUILDS STRONG BODIES! 
СУЎ BM ENSE MAKES SOLID MUSCLE! 


BECAUSE 22200260 ۵ Staff of de! 


BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE'S | = 
HI-PROTEIN IS A DELICIOUS, | 


NUT-FLAVORED, SCIENTIFICALLY-PREPARED AND 
LABORATORY-TESTED TABLET DESIGNED TO 
SUPPLEMENT THE DIET OF THE WHOLE FAMILY. 


HHHH HHHH 


Why not join the thousands of people who are now 
regularly taking our HI-PROTEIN? You'll soon dis- 
cover for yourself the thrill of renewed vigor and 
vitality. With BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE'S HI- 
PROTEIN yov'll be truly amazed at your new-found 
ENERGY. Get on the road to good health the easy, 
pleasant, BETTER HEALTH HI-PROTEIN way! 


Contents: 
800 Tablets 


REMEMBER сс Hot a Factor... Protecu ca! ЖЕЛДЕ 
DAD will recapture the drive that has been eluding him ^ Highly Concentrated 
PROTEIN! Supplement 

— With Vitamin Bi 


MOM will be surprised at how. quickly she'll wisk through the 


household chores. 


YOUNGSTERS will show fewer signs of fatigue from vigor- 


ous play. MADE IN U.S.A. 


uil uri لق‎ 


HI-PROTEIN IS INEXPENSIVE . . ITS RESULTS PRICELESS. ORDER YOUR SUPPLY TODAY! 


€0900000000000000000000000000000000000000000000909 


; YOU NEED A DAILY PROTEIN. SUPPLEMENT 
Herea Why 


IN ADDITION TO 3 SQUARE MEALS BETTER HEALTH INSTITUTE 31 Union Square West — Room 501 
New York 3, New York 


Please send me the quantity of HI-PROTEIN checked below. 
| enclose payment in full. 


Whether you're an athlete or an office worker, three meals a day often do not 

supply your body's protein needs. That's why leaders in sports rely on high 
roteln tablets to supplement their dally food Intake, to assure perfect per- 
formance — and a zest for living. 


PROTEIN STARVATION — A deficlency of proteins can leave you lacking In pep 
and energy, can bring on т — insufficient protein. BECAUSE 
THE BODY CANNOT STORE PROTEIN, you require a new supply every day for 
good health. 

PROBLEMS OF MIDDLE AGE — People over 40 frequently suffer from protein 
deficiency, causing premature tissue wastage, anemia and bone atrophy: Pro- 
tein repairs and builds muscles, blood, hair and skin . . . keeps you looking 


that 


Г] Seventeen day supply (250 tablets) ............. 2 
Г] More than a month's supply (450 tablets) 
EJ. More than two month's supply (800 tablets) .... 


WAQ F. 
STREET. 


YOU — HI-PROTEIN TABLETS are the most CITY2 HER eee шше ы Du „му E SSS 

Ide more protein of high biological value and ZON ТАТЕ — — —— 
Chew HI-PRO Де 2 поте better For immediate delivery make payment with money order. No C.O.D, orders 
accepted. Offer good in U.S. only 3 


S 


A COMBINATION SUBSCRIPTION BRINGS YOU 


12 Issues of 


Boxing Illustrated-Wrestling News 


PLUS 
6 Issues of Wrestling Revue — 


A TOTAL OF 18 COLORFUL AND EXCITING 
MAGAZINES A YEAR FOR 


Only $690 A Saving of $120 


over the newsstand price. And remember, you 
also get the convenience of mail box delivery. 


Here are but a few of the 
reasons why you should take 
advantage of this offer: 


You'll be sure to receive your copy each and 
every month even though your newsdealer 
might be completely sold out, as is so often 
the case. 


You'll get the best coverage by far of boxing 
and wrestling stories and pictures. 


You'll quickly discover why both BOXING 
ILLUSTRATED and its sister publication WRES- 
TLING REVUE have been acclaimed by not 
only the fans, but by the promoters and 
athletes themselves as the finest magazines of 
their kind ever published. 


You'll come with us behind the scenes for inti- 
mate looks at the leading stars. 


You'll discover for yourself why more people 
read BOXING ILLUSTRATED and WRESTLING 
REVUE than all their competitors combined. 


4 


BIGGEST BARGAIN 
Your Combination 
ription TODAY 


dvantage of the 
ar by Ordering 
Subsc 


Take À 


CHAMPION SPORTS PUBLISHING CORP. 
BOX 384 
ROCKVILLE CENTRE, L. l., NEW YORK 


Enter my combination subscription starting with the next 
issues. | have enclosed six dollars ($6.00) as payment in full. 


NAME. 


ADDRESS. 


CITY LLL ONE STATE 


Offer good in U.S. and Canada only. $9.00 in all other countries. 
If you have subscribed to either Boxing Illustrated or Wrestling 
Revue before, please check 0 


What do you want out of life.. 


The whole family, mother, daughter, father and son will enjoy 
hours of fun and relaxation, but most important of all, find new, 
undreamed of strength and vitality by exercising with this 
COMPLETE HOME GYM. You can easily and quickly build 
the kind of body you've always wanted without spending a for- 
tune at a Health Club or gymnasium. What the health clubs 
and elaborate body building mail order courses claim they can 
do for you, you can do for yourself right in your own home and 
for a price you can afford. 


Here is 
what you 
get at a 
price you 
can 
afford 


1—BARBELL. This adjusta- 
ble allachment enables you 
1o perform lifting exercises. 
which will duplicate the re- 
sults of heavy, clumsy bar- 
bells. 

2—WALL PULLEYS. With 
this Ingenious part of the 
COMPLETE HOME GYM, you 
can perform any wall pully 
exercise . . . wonderful for 
conditioning the chest and 
back. 

3—HAND GRIPS. To in- 
crease the power of the 
hand, wrist and arm. 
4—CABLE CHEST PULL. A 
supplement to the wall 
pully, this device will build, 
with remarkable speed, the 
whole upper body. 
5—ROWING MACHINE 
ATTACHMENT. Here is an 
outstanding feature of this 
sel, one that will keep you 
feeling young and vigor- 
ous. In itself it is worth the 
price of the entire HOME 
GYM. : 
6—FOOT STIRRUPS: For 
ап endless variety of orm 
end leg exercises. 
7—HEAD STRAP. Your 
vital neck muscles spring 
alive through the use of this 
clever attachment. 
8—SKIP ROPE. An old 
stondby of all athletes for 
building speed and coor- 
dination of the legs and 
wrists. 


ORDER NOW ONLY $14 POSTPAID 


Better Health Institute, Dept. BB-2 

31 Union Square, West—Room 501 

New York 3, New York 

Please rush me your COMPLETE HOME GYM. | enclose $14 as 
payment in full. 


Name. 
Addres: 


City. 


Zone — бе] 


Offer good in U.S. & Canada. For delivery in all other countries ада | 
$3.00 for shipping costs. No C.O.D. orders accepted. For quickest 
delivery make payment with money order. 


мы 


HEALTH? 
STRENGTH? 
VITALITY? 


| Are these goals worth 


STRETCHING for? 
If so, this 


PERFECT FOR BEGINNERS—The COMPLETE HOME 
GYM is based on the theory of adjustable tension. This means 
that you adjust the amount of tension by either increasing or 
decreasing: the number of springs on the exercisers. As you 
progress in*your training your strength increases and therefore 
you require greater resistance. Thus even the youngest child 
can benefit from the HOME GYM. 

Simply follow the-instructions, a few hours each week, then 
marvel at the result as thousands of others have done before you. 


